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INTRODUCTION. 

T was a happy, if not an entirely ori- 
ginal, idea to make Flowers tell their 
stories. A medium has been thus sup- 
plied for much that is pleasant and in- 
j^ structive. 

I am therefore gratified by yielding to the 
wish of a fair young friend, by prefacing a 
good and a useful book, to which, however, I 
have added nothing : my duty being limited to 
suggestions and corrections. 

I may with entire safety recommend the 
pretty volume to the young friends who have 
confidence in my opinion; it is the opinion of 
one who has had much experience as regards 
their wishes and their wants. The little book 
will, I think, be a favourite with them all. 
They may receive it with assurance that they 
will derive both pleasure and instruction from 
its pages. 
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Further than this I do not consider I need say 
anything, but leave the volume to make its 
own way, which I believe it is sure to do — 
adding one other to the many valuable works, 
of which later years have been very fertile, for 
the express guidance and gratification of the 
young. Very different indeed it was in my 
juvenile days ; nay, not so far back, though still 
a long time ago — 



f( 



When this old cap was new.** 



ANNA MARIA (MRS. S. C.) HALL. 
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CHAPTER I. 

( \ CALM peaceful 

night nothing wak- 
ing save the stars, for 
ever keeping their 
holy watch above, 
whilst weary 
earth is sleep- 
ing even the 
little brook, 
flow ing over its 
silvery sands, 
seems to ripple 
more softly now 
than m the day- 
time as though 
it feared to dis- 
turb the flowers slumbering on its grassy banks, 
and was murmuring to them a soothing lullaby. 
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And yet it need not have been quite so hushed 
as it glided along, because — shall I tell you 
why ? Well then, when we, poor weary mortals, 
are at rest, forgetting our joys as well as cares 
in sleep, the Fairies wake from their slumbers, 
ai^d with them the Flowers al&o. Then, oh ! if 
we could only see and hear them, what delight 
it would be ! but, alas ! none are privileged to 
behold their happy revels; for at the slightest 
sound, even the softest breathing of a human 
being, away the Fairies vanish, and the Flowers 
close up their delicate petals and become 
silent. 

But on this calm June night, the Nightingale 
had paused in her melodious song, when, like 
the soft sighing of the summer wind, came from 
the petals of an opening Rose the words — 

" Sisters, are you awake ? " 

There was a chorus of voices in reply. Until 
that moment they had been listening in rapt 
attention to the whispers of the night. Have 
you not also often stood, quiet and still in the 
deepening twilight, and heard soft murmurs 
breathing through the tranquil air as though 
unseen spirits were hovering near — soft sounds 
like the rustling of an angel's wing? They 
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were the voices of the night speaking to your 
heart. 

" Have you all 
forgotten our com- 
pact ? " the Queen 
of the Flowers 
again asked. 

" What was it r " 
demanded a Con- 
volvolus, rather 
sleepily, for as he 
was accustomed to 
close his blue petals 
every day about ! 
three o'clock, he 
was scarcely yet . 
awake from his 
siesta. 

"Don't you re- ■ 
member it ? " ques- 
tioned a Lily of the Valley, shaking her tiny bells 
right in his face with indignant surprise that 
he should so soon have forgotten. 

" No," he replied, yawning drowsily ; " and 
yet — stay — I think " 

"It was to relate incidents in our lives," 
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she hastily exclaimed, interrupting him rather 
abruptly ; " and if we do not make haste, day- 
light will appear, and we shall not have heard a 
single story ! " 

" Oh, I am ready," he said, with some alacrity, 
at the same time shaking a dew-drop from ofiF 
one of his petals. " I am quite awake now." 

With that, all the Flowers, thoroughly aroused, 
prepared to listen ; whilst an Elf, having at the 
Fairy Queen's command touched a Forget-me- 
not lightly with her silvery wand, the Flower 
began : — 

The Forget-me-not's Story. 

In the days of the long-ago, my ancestors did 
not dwell as we do now — ^in brooks, or by the 
banks of shallow streams — but grew in wild 
luxuriance beneath the shade of over-hanging 
trees, and under wayside hedge-rows. 

We were always a quiet, unassuming race, and 
indeed I must confess were not more esteemed 
by mortals than is our sweet cousin whom 
children call " Bird's-eyes " in the present 
day, until some one wrote that very mournful 
"Legend of the Rhine," in which we were 
mentioned, and then people began to perceive 
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that we were pretty, and to make a great fuss 
about us. But such is the way of the world, I 
am told. 

Yet though that 'legend is so tender and 
thrilling, it is almost too romantic to suit the 
tastes of simple flowers such as we are ; there- 
fore I will tell you the true story as to how we 
acquired our name. It is a family legend, and 
has been related by one generation of blossoms 
to another, for many, many years, long before 
that love story was ever narrated. 

We grew, then, unheeded and unsought, on 
soft mossy banks, not the less lonely because 
unknown, and just above our nestling place a 
large oak spread abroad its leafy branches. 

It was a favourite tree of the birds, they felt so 
secure there, sheltered as they were by its pro- 
tecting leaves from the prying eyes of ruthless 
mortals ; besides, its branches were so firm and 
strong, that they had bravely resisted the fury of 
many storms. What bird, then, would fear to 
build a nest there ? And often have we listened 
to their sweet songs as they perched above us, 
and many, many times have we lifted our heads, 
and gazed with our blue eyes upon the happy 
inmates of those simple homes. 
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But there was one family that interested us 
even more than others, though all were dear ; 
— it was a pair of Wrens, who had by some 
strange accident taken up their abode in our oak 
instead of a yew-tree, as they generally do ; 




and not only my family, but the whole colony 
of birds — old inhabitants of the tree — felt great 
interest in the new-comers, assisting them with 
advice, as they were but young, telling them 
the nearest place to procure worms that were 
ready to be eaten. And then when building time 
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came, how very kind they were ! Indeed, though 
it was a busy period with all the birds, each 
anxious to finish its work, yet I heard an old 
Rook one day ask the little Jenny Wren " if he 
should help her," as he met her trying to drag 
a large wisp of straw with all her tiny strength. 

" No, thank you," she gently replied ; " I must 
try to do it. We must all learn to bear our own 
burdens." 

Many times, however, have I seen the larger 
birds bring materials for forming the nest close 
to the tree, to save the little strangers weary 
journeys ; and at last, after much patient toiling, 
the home was completed, to the great joy of the 
two builders. But that joy was yet more in- 
creased when, after some time, three little birds 
made their appearance in the compact and cosy 
nest. 

I have been told that the event caused quite 
a sensation amongst the other dwellers in our 
old tree. Jays were incessantly inquiring how 
the babies were getting on ; an inquisitive Mag- 
pie peeped into the nest trying to get a glimpse 
of the pretty ones, and received a peck from the 
angry father as a reproof for the intrusion ; as to 
the motherly Rooks, who were supposed to care 
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for nothing save their own family concerns, they 
kindly counselled the young parents how to rear 
the brood, saying, "Care, care," was all that 
was required; and it is recorded as an un- 
doubted fact, that an old Owl, who had lived for 
ages in a hole of the tree, actually opened her 
eyes quite wide when the news was first told her. 

You may imagine how happy they were, sur- 
rounded thus by kindness and affection, and 

yet I suppose it is but right that there 

should ever be shadows as well as sunshine; 
and sad though it seems, every life must have 
bitters mingled with the sweets ! Still, they were 
so joyous in that nest ! Why, ah, why was their 
bliss to be clouded so soon ? Alas, alas ! it 
grieves me even now to tell you, though many 
years have since passed away. 

One day the father bird went from the nest 
and never returned again. 

Long, long his little mate patiently waited, 
hoping each moment to hear his note, as swiftly 
he winged his way back to her. But the day 
wore on — the evening sun grew golden, then 
faded in the purple west — and still he came not. 
The other dwellers in the oak returned to their 
homes, yet brought no tidings of the wanderer. 
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Their busy voices after a while were hushed in 
sleep; even the Blackbird ceased warbling his 
evening hymn, and all were sunk to rest. All ? 
Ah, no ! the mourner was waking still, gazing 
up with sad, sad eyes at the starry heavens 
above, asking the night winds as they moaned 
around, " Will he not return to me ? " 

Days passed slowly on, dragging their length 
wearily along, for the lonely bird in that now 
desolate nest ; yet, though her heart was 
breaking, she tended her tiny nestlings care- 
fully, neglecting none of her daily duties for 
his dear sake, hoping each day would restore 
him to her, and striving to picture what his de- 
light would be when he returned and found his 
young ones almost fledged. But when the holy 
stars shone out and gazed pityingly at her meek, 
up-turned eyes, and she was alone and in still- 
ness with her great sorrow, then, then would 
she murmur, with a weary moan, " He may re- 
turn to-morrow ! " And still he came not. 

In vain the birds tried to comfort her; she 
could not be comforted, for the mate she loved 
so dearly was away ; and as time rolled on her 
heart sank, crushed with the sickness of hope 
deferred. 
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" Do not grieve I do not grieve — cheer thee, 
ch-e-er thee!" sang the Robin, as he perched 
beside hen 

Or the Thrush would strive to comfort her, 
saying, " Don't fret ! don't fret ! What a pity ! 
what a pity!" 

But one bright day a Swallow came flying 
swiftly along; he had just returned from far 
distant lands, and all the birds were eager to 
hear the tidings he brought. Amongst other 
news, he told them summer was really coming, 
for that his brethren were now on the wing, 
and would soon rejoin him. But what was 
summer to the poor heartbroken Wren ? There 
would be no sunshine for her since he was not 
there. 

"Oh, Swallow!" she timidly asked, "have 
you seen my own love ?" 

Then the eyes of the Swallow became tear- 
dimmed. "Little Wren," he replied sadly, "I 
have." 

"Where? oh, where?" she cried in thrilling, 
heartfelt accents. 

He hesitated a few moments, which to her 
impatience appeared ages; he wished to spare 
her if he could. 
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" Tell me, tell me,'* she pleaded. 

" In a prison," was his reply. 

** I will go to him," was her eager exclama- 
tion, " and share his captivity/' 

"Nay, nay," remonstrated a motherly Sparrow; 
" your little ones — think — ^think — see — see ! " 

She drooped her head sadly upon her breast ; 
her heart was divided between a mother's tender 
duty and a wife's devoted love. 

"I will take care of the nestlings," cried a 
young Linnet. "I will shelter them with my 
wings. They shall feed with my own little 



ones." 



The poor bird looked gratefully at her friend ; 
words were not needed to express her thanks. 

"Take me to him," she piteously asked of the 
Swallow. 

"I shall pass by that way to-morrow," he 
replied, "for I must rejoin my companions to 
guide them here ; you can, therefore, go with 
me, and I will show you where- he is im- 
prisoned." 

The next morning, before the sun had risen, 
away flew the Swallow, and with him the little 
Wren. She heeded not that the valleys were 
still shrouded in mist, or that the cold grey 
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dawn yet lingered in the skies. Was not the 
sunshine coming ? should she not soon see htm 
who was her brightness ? 
The garish day wore on, and still she onward 




winged her way by the Swallow's side with un- 
tiring^ pinions. She heeded not the noonday 
sun, she felt not the pangs of hunger or thirst, 
for her heart was full of hope. 

But towards evening her guide led her over a 
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hot, murky town ; the very sky was hidden by 
the thick atmosphere of smoke which seemed to 
envelop it completely, and the two birds could 
scarcely breathe, the air was so dense and thick. 

" It cannot be here," she gasped, as suddenly 
the Swallow paused in his rapid flight. 

**See, see!" he replied. 

Then raising her heavy eyes, she saw, sus- 
pended from a high window, a small wire cage,, 
and in it — ^her poor long-lost mate ! 

He was resting on a low perch, with his 
weary aching head beneath his wings; his 
pretty brown feathers were no longer smoothly 
plumed, but hung ragged and tattered around 
his wasted form. Oh, how different from the 
bright, bonnie bird of the not long-ago! But she 
heeded not the change, to her he was as dear, 
as beautiful as ever. So, flying up, she clung 
with eager feet to the cruel bars of the cage, 
and, pressing her beak close to him, whispered 
softly, " I am here, love ! " 

At the sound of that sweet voice, so well re- 
membered, he raised his drooped head, and, 
gazing at her with all the old loving tender- 
ness, murmured, "Is it you, Jenny? I knew 
you would come ! " 
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And every evening found her near the cage 
of the captive; there she would so patiently stay 
all through the dark watches of the night, cheer- 
ing her loved one with soft, caressing words of 
hope ; but as the grey dawn came stealing over 
the skies, away she would fly back to the nest 
in the oak, and then during the day would care- 
fully tend her little ones, fulfilling thus her duty 
as wife and mother. But when the evening star 
appeared, telling her of the gloaming, she would 
hush her nestlings with a sweet lullaby, and 
then, when she saw them sleeping, wing her 
eager joyous flight to her imprisoned mate, 
bearing in her beak a sprig of moss, or a leaf 
from the old remembered spot, where they 
had been so happy in the spring-time of their 
life. 

And if, when she reached the prison, she 
found her loved one grieving — pining for the 
liberty he had lost, the home ties thus rudely 
broken — her sweet voice murmuring, "I am 
here, love ! " seemed to bring some gleams of 
brightness to the poor failing heart ; and as she 
tenderly pressed her cool fresh beak to his so 
parched and dry, he would reply, striving to be 
cheerful for her dear sake, "Ah, Jenny! you 
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have brought on your wings the sunlight from 
our old home, my darling ! " 

But one evening when, as usual, she flew to 
the prison, she found him lying at the bottom 
of the cruel cage, speechless and motion- 
less. 

In terror she tore at the bars, beating them 
with her wings in an agony of despair. 

"My own love! my own love!" she cried 
aloud in anguish, "speak to me once again, or 
I shall die!" 

Her beloved voice seemed to possess power 
to recall him to life, for he heard her even then, 
though the shadows of death were stealing over 
him. 

" Jenny, darling," he whispered feebly, as she 
bent low to catch the words, " they have broken 
my heart. Ah, why did they keep me thus 
captive ? " 

" Oh, do not die ! " she moaned. " Think how 
lonely I should be in this wide world without 
you!" 

" If I were but free, we should be so happy 
again, love ! " he said, gasping painfully for 
breath as he spoke. 

" I will unfasten the prison door," she cried, 
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and strove with all her strength to undo the bar ; 
but, alas I it resisted all her eflForts. 

« What shaU I do ? what shall I do ? He will 
die, and I cannot help him!" moaned the poor 
Wren, in accents of despair. 

" My sweet one ! " he murmured, " do not grieve 
thus bitterly. Death were better far than life, 
if separated from you; but before I close my 
eyes for ever upon this world, which the good 
God who loveth us hath created so beautiful, 
bring me just one spray of those little blue 
flowers which seem to have caught their azure 
tints from the heavens.'* 

" I know them V* was the eager exclamation ; 
** a cluster grew beneath our nest." 

" Yes," he continued ; " and when I was free, 
and used to return home, I could see them afar 
off, and think, * Jenny is there, and their blue 
eyes are looking upon her.' Bring me one little 
spray, darling; and if I die when you are away 
from me, we shall not seem so very far apart, 
for those sweet flowers will whisper to me of 
you." 

The little Wren had not long flown away to 
bring the blossoms on which he wished to gaze 
once again, when a young girl coming near the 
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cage saw the poor bird as Jenny had seen him — 
still and motionless as though dying. Her heart 
was touched with tender pity that its brief life 
should thus be so soon ended. 

"Poor thing! I fear it is dying," she said, 
almost moved to tears. "I will imfasten the 
cage, perhaps the fresh air may revive him ; it 
might restore him to life." 

And with kindly hands she opened the prison 
door, thus giving him liberty. 

The cool air stirring his drooping feathers 
aroused him from his lethargy; but at first he 
could not believe that the door was open, and 
that he was free! It was almost too much 
happiness for the poor sick bird to bear ; yet it 
was true — ^freedom was his, and his first thought 
was of Jenny. He would fly to meet her on the 
way, as he knew she would soon return there, 
bearing the blue flowerets to cheer his last hour ; 
and then, when she should see Aim coming to- 
wards her — ^free, yes, free — ^would not all the 
past sorrow be forgotten in the present joy ? So, 
with a twitter of deep gratitude to her who had 
opened his prison door, he fluttered his wings, 
just to try their strength, poised in the air for 
awhile, then away he flew with imerring instinct 

C 
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towards his home in the branches of the old oak- 
tree. 

But of Jenny? 

With a sad weight on her poor little heart. 




crushing it almost to breaking, she reached the 
spot where grew the sweet blossoms he so much 
loved, plucked a flower from the stem, then away 
without resting a moment, bearing the blos- 
som in her beak ; she felt not latigue, though 



THE FLOWERS. 19 

her pinions sometimes faltered, but struggled 
bravely on, eager to rejoin him. Her only 
thought was, " If he were to die, and I not with 
him!" 

Slower and slower grew her flight, her 
strength was beginning to fail, for it had been 
too severely tried ; her breath came quick and 
fast, in short, fitful, gasps, and her heart beat 
heavily beneath her quivering breast. 

" Oh, but to see him once again," she moaned, 
as she felt that her weary wings were failing to 
do her bidding. She tried to fly yet farther; 
in vain ; her tired pinions fluttered yet a little 
while, then she sank down, slowly, slowly, on 
to the calm bosom of a rippling stream, that 
flowed onwards with a soothing melody over its 
pebbly sands. 

" Jenny, Jenny, my own love ! where are you ? 
I have sought you so long, my darling," she 
heard a well-known voice exclaiming. 

She raised her dying eyes, and saw her 
beloved mate hovering above her in the summer 
air. 

"I am here, love!" she murmured faintly. 

Then, with all the old love-light beaming once 
more from her soft and gentle eyes, she turned 
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to gaze at her 
poor desolate mate, 
who was rending the 
air with his piteous 
cries, then closed them 
for ever, with a look of per- 
fect peace, murmuring-, " Dearest, 
For^t-me-not!" 

And the little stream bore her gently away, 
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echoing still the plaintive refrain, "Dearest, 
P'orget-me-not ! " 

The poor widowed bird caught the flower as 
it was floating away on the breast of his lost 
love, and carried it to his now desolate home ; 
but one little floweret, in tender pity for the sad 
fate of Jenny, detached itself from the other 
blossoms to linger still with the poor lost bird ; 
so when the stream had carefully borne the 
Wren to a shady nook where it could rest, for 
ever freed from sorrow or pain, the flower 
went there also, and, taking root above the 
spot where she lay buried, put forth its 
blue blossoms in remembrance of that fond, 
faithful love which changed not, even when 
dying. 

And thus it is how we became dwellers close 
to tranquil streams, and why our name is still 
Forget-me-not. 

A deep silence fell upon the listening Flowers 
when the blossom ceased speaking, broken only 
by pitying sighs for the mournful end of poor 
little Jenny ; and tears like dewdrops glistened 
on many lovely petals, when at length a pert 
Larkspur exclaimed abruptly — 
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"Really I think that bird was extremely 
foolish. The very idea of flying such a distance, 
and taking no rest ! I am not at all surprised at 
her falling into the stream." 

"Do you not pity her?" asked several young 
budSy with some indignation. 

"Oh, yes, of course I pity her," was the reply ; 
" but if I may be allowed to offer another re- 
mark, it is — that our friend's very mournful 
story wants originality." 

"Originality!" echoed several who had felt 
deeply interested in the recital. 

"Well, in the first place," she replied pedanti- 
cally, telling off the points on her sharp finger- 
like leaves: "the Rhine Legend speaks- of a 
river ; our friend here of a stream ** 

" Forget-me-nots only grow beside streams," 
interrupted a perfect chorus of voices excitedly. 

" Well, then, let that pass. Secondly, in one 
story, a man falls into the water ; in the other, 
a bird. And so I think that " 

What further objections this very critical 
flower would have raised must for ever remain 
unknown to us, for at that instant a faint rosy 
glow stole over the eastern sky, telling the 
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Flowers that day was breaking ; so they closed 
their petals, to reopen them again when the 
risen sun should awaken them to renewed life 
and beauty. 





CHAPTER II. 

LITTLE Snowdrop had lingered on 
from the sweet spring-time, unwilling 
jrii^ to leave the earth which He in his 
"% goodness hath created so fair. It is true 
f her petals were no longer so purely white 
as when she first appeared to gladden us with 
the tidings that Spring with all its brightness 
was on the way, nor were her leaves so deli- 
cately green ; yet, though faded, she was still 
lovely : for is there not ever a beauty in those 
we love, even when the bloom of youth has 
departed, and they, like the Snowdrop, are 
passing away ? 

The old mythologists must have had a deeper, 
holier meaning than that ascribed to them when 
they represented Love as blind — as indeed it is, 
for true affection sees no fault or blemish in the 
one beloved. The prodigal who has wasted 
Heaven's most precious gifts may be turned 
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from and despised by that world amongst whom 
he squandered his time and intellect — ^become in 
fact a very Pariah ; yet to those in the old home 
he is still the loved and innocent child, who in 
the happy days of his guileless youth knelt at 
his mother's knee — ^he is not changed in their 
hearts. And the child who looks upon its aged 
parents deems them more lovely than all beside, 
though the dear face may be wrinkled and the 
once dark hair is silvered by time or sorrow. 
Ah, yes ! Love ts blind. 

But of the Snowdrop. She knew that her 
beauty was gone, and only waited the time 
when she should pass away and be no more 
seen ; yet still she loved to linger awhile in the 
sweet shady spot beneath the sheltering trees, 
where she had brightly bloomed when as yet 
the earth looked cold and dark, and Nature's 
gaudier children were still sleeping; and she 
grew, too, so far in the leafy shadows that she 
thought herself unnoticed and unseen. 

Imagine her surprise, therefore, when the 
Fairy of the Flowers, touching her with her 
wand, requested her to relate a story to the 
listening blossoms around. 
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What the Snowdrop taught. 



My life has been so tranquil, I fear it will not 
possess much interest. When recollection first 
dawned, I remember finding myself far down 
in the earth ; and very happy were the days I 
spent there with 
»^ my companions. I, 
in my ignorance, 
deemed the world a 
cold, dreary place, 
and wished I could 
for ever stay where 
F it was so warm and 
cosy ; but our dear 
! mother Earth in- 
t structed us, oh ! 
so carefully, and 
taught us lessons, 
the same as she 
* teaches her other 

children, if they will only read the ever-open 
pages of that book by man called Nature ! 

I know not how long it was that the Frost 
King bound the land captive in icy chains ; at 
all events the appointed time came for us to 
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leave the home where we had been so tenderly 
cherished, and go forth ready to do the work 
marked out for us. But I did not care to go — 
I feared to face that world so utterly unknown 
to me, and fain would have lingered, in that 
abode so much loved by us all. 

"Why must we leave you?" I asked of our 
gentle mother. 

" My child," she replied, with something of 
reproach in her soft voice, "have you so soon 
forgotten the lesson I taught you — ^that He who 
created all things createth nothing in vain ! Go 
forth upon the earth, and speak in parables of 
His mighty works." 

"What can I teach — I, so small and insig- 
nificant ?" I exclaimed half doubtingly. 

" Some lesson of His goodness to the children 
of men," was her reply. 

" The Violet is the Hope Flower, what shall 
we Snowdrops be ?" we asked. 

Our mother did not answer ; she left us to find 
out what lessons we best could teach. So we 
grew stronger and stronger day by day, becom- 
ing gradually more capable of performing the 
work allotted us, until at length I appeared 
above the ground — a slender green leaf! 
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I shall never forget how cheerless the earth 
looked when first we came above it ; so dark and 
black, save where a few snow-flakes had been 
drifted by the wintry blast ; not a gleam of sun-r 
shine athwart the leaden sky ; not even a bird 
to sing a note of kindly greeting to us, for the 
Robins kept so near the houses, they heeded 
not the place where I grew, solitary and sad. 
The Holly, it is true, was still decked with its 
gay scarlet berries, and endeavoured to enliven 
the gloomy landscape with a little bright 
colour. But the Holly looked not on me : armed 
at all points in his glossy coat of shining mail, 
he was so lofty and grand ; and I, the Snow- 
drop — so lowly ! 

But I grew on, unheeded by all save our 
great mother. Nature — ^who careth for all her 
children, and ever cherishes them lovingly, be 
they humble Daisies or the queenly Rose — and 
became a perfect flower, taking my white 
tints from the snow around me, and borrow- 
ing just a faint tinge of green from the young 
grass, that was now bravely struggling to 
appear. 

By-and-by a Blackbird, with a fine golden 
beak and such a very shining coat, found me 
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out as he was seeking a convenient spot in 
which to make a home. 

"Welcome to you, fair Snowdrop," he ex- 
claimed, politely bowing ; " I am rejoiced to see 
you. You bring us assurance that spring is 
on her way ; and we shall be so glad, for the 
winter has been long and 
dreary." 

Then he, having com- 
municated the tidings 
other birds came and 
greeted me, kindly endea- 
vouring to cheer my lone- 
liness ; but yet I pined to 
return to earth again; I 
cared not to gaze upon 
the sunless sky, but hung 
down my head, sadly 
murmuring, '^ Oh, Mother 
Earth ! take home thy child , she is so weary 
here ! " 

Remember, I owed my life to that which 
mortals deem so dark and cold, and loved it 
with the fond affection of a child, longing to rest 
once again safe in her dear bosom that had 
sheltered me when I was a frail and feeble bulb. 




,'■. ••- 
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Besides, it seemed to me that I was doing no 
good. Why was I sent here, if only to bloom 
and then die ? I had been told that nothing was 
created in vain ; was I doing the work for which 
I had been sent forth upon the earth ? 

Whilst thus reflecting, a poet chanced to pass, 
one who as yet had met with little success ; and 
many such there are, I am told, among the 
people of the world. We know that — 

" Many a flower is bom to blush nnseen, 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air ; " 

yet, even then, the sweetness is not lost, for it 
speaks to the children of Cloudland with a 
perfumed voice ; but among mortals many fade 
away in utter oblivion, breathing only their 
sad, sweet heart-songs to the listening winds 
around. 

And this Poet of whom I speak, he felt within 
himself the inspiration of Genius, that innate 
love of the beautiful and true which comes from 
God ; but the world looked coldly on him, and 
he was struggling still with what seemed end- 
less disappointments, battling with them^ — so 
bravely ! — ^yet almost sinking amidst the strife. 
Tis very heart was beginning to foil him. 
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when he saw me blooming there alone in that 
quiet nook. 

"Oh, Father!" he cried, with clasped hands, 
and eyes raised heavenward, as he sank on his 
knees beside me on the sod; "that I should 
dare to doubt thy care, when this fragile 
Flower has braved the wintry storms, and the 
cold, cold winds pass tenderly over its bowed 
head ! I will have faith in thy Divine love, and 
accept the lesson which this sweet Flower hath 
taught me ! " 

Yes, faith — ^faith in God was the parable I was 
sent forth to teach ; and I also have learned to 
know that, though the skies may be dark, and 
the winds— oh, so cold ! — ^yet if we only wait and 
trust in Him, the sunshine will come at last, 
and the breath of heaven never visit us too 
rdughly. 




CHAPTER III. 




HE Fairy of the Flowers was hovering 
lovingly over her sweet charges, when, 
glancing down, she saw the meek eyes 
*® of a Daisy raised shyly upward towards 
I her. 

" My little one," she said, ** hast thou no story 
to relate ? " 

Then the Daisy blushed to think she had been 
observed, and the rosy hue tinged her delicate 
petals as she replied timidly — 

"Dear Fairy, I am but a field flower, and my 
life hath passed with the poor and lowly ; I am 
not worthy to be chosen thus by you." 

" Ever the same wee, modest, crimson-tipped 
Flower," the Fairy said, as bending down she 
kissed the little speaker tenderly; "that ever 
looks upward, and receives with gratitude 
heaven's sunlight or shadow. Speak, little 
one," she continued ; " the other Flowers are 
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awake, and the Nightingale has hushed his song 
to listen." 

The Daisy paused; she was so shy she scarcely 
presumed to speak before the rich and rare 
blossoms now gathered eagerly around her ; but 
still they were all so gentle to her, that the 
momentary timidity vanished, and she began — 

The Love of the Daisy. 

When the Flowers first jewelled the earth, 
kind Fairies each chose one, to be its guardian 
through life, watching it grow from a seed- 
ling, until it expanded into full perfection, 
endowed with its own rare beauty; and then, 
when the summer of its days was passed, and 
the cold north wind came, bearing on its icy 
wings the Angel of Death, it was that guardian 
Fairy's sad duty to cherish each leaf as it fell 
to earth, and receive the last sigh of its perfumed 
breath, then gather with tender care the precious 
seed that lingered yet around the faded Flower, 
that it might blossom, as it were, anew when 
summer came again; for though all things of 
earth must fade, there is no death, it is but a 
transition from one life to another yet more 

D 



34 



STORIES OF 



blessed— just a little rest, and then a glorious 
re-awakening ! 

So one Fairy chose the Rose for her flower, 
whilst a sister Fay, taking a bud from the same 
stem, flung over it a veil of soft moss, to increase 
if possible its rare beauty. Another plucked a 
starry Jasmine, and twining it in her hair ex- 
claimed, "This shall be my cherished Floweret; 



hath not earth also 
her starlike gems?" 
Another gathered to 
, her heart a gentle 
Lily, that looked so 
fragile, and yet so fair, 
as it clung to its kind 
and loving guardian ; whilst another Fay, who 
had for a moment experienced a feeling of sad- 
ness that such lovely Flowers should ever wither, 
took a Heart's-ease from its verdant covert, and 
as she pressed it to her lips with something 
akin to pity mingled with her love, sweet Pansy 
cheered her tenderly with brighter thoughts. 
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Then the Crown Imperial, with tears in her 
eyes, pleaded for some kind Fairy to care for 
her (it was so sad to be thus slighted !), and not 
to heed the cruel legend that attributes haughty 
pride to one of earth's most guileless children ; 
for did she not bloom in the early spring-tide, 
when the richer and more delicate Flowers were 
not in the gardens? She never tried to rival 
those beauteous sisters, but came when they 
were not ! 

Then a gentle Fay, with pitying tenderness, 
comforted the sad Flower with a promise of her 
protecting love; and so, though the tear-drops 
yet lingered on its eyelids, they were no longer 
tears of sadness, but of joy and peace un- 
speakable ! 

And thus each Fairy became the loving 
guardian of a Flower, all but the spirit who 
unfolds the curtain of the east, and sends forth 
the sun on his glorious mission — she had as yet 
chosen no fair blossom to love and cherish ; for 
though she loved them all, she had not singled 
out one as her own particular treasure, but 
cheered them, the lofty or the humble alike, 
with her sweet, bright smile, as she sped on her 
way. 
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She had observed, too, that the Flowers 
drooped their heads sadly when shadows clouded 
the sunny sky, or closed their petals when the 
days were dark and cheerless, forgetting that 

<< Behind the clouds the sun is still shining/* 

as too many among us do. 

"There is no Flower to welcome me,'* she 
sighed, with a feeling of sadness at the dis- 
appointment; "they are only friends of the 
sunlight ; there are none who look upwards 
when the days dawn darkly — ^they wait for the 
brightness, and then they greet me with a smile. 
Alas, that it should be so ! " 

But there was one little Floweret, which, all 
unheeded by the Fairy, had unfolded her petals 
ere scarce the rustle of her shining wings was 
heard, and, as she pursued her wonted way, 
gazed meekly up at her with a glance of tender 
greeting — it was the Daisy. 

But she was so lowly, that the spirit passed 
her by; she beheld many lovely Flowers; the 
Daisy, like the silver lake, saw but one on whom 
to gaze with love akin to adoration. And was 
such love never to be returned ? would the gentle 
Fairy, so tender to ally never know of the one 
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who worshipped her, as it were, with an un- 
divided heart ? 

"Will she — so noble — will she ever stoop to 
me ? " sighed the patient Flower. " Ah, no } I 
am too lowly for such love as her love." 

And then the little Daisy, with a sigh, would 
still look upward, though, perhaps, a tear of 
meek regret might linger for awhile on her 
petals. 

But one morning, as the Fairy drew back the 
grey curtains of mist, and sent forth the dawn 
tinged with a soft roseate hue, to dispel the dark 
shadow of night, she beheld with surprise the 
little unknown Flower, looking up tp her with 
its own sweet smile of welcome. 

"Little one," she cried with delight, "thou 
art the Pearl of the morning, thou shalt be my 
blossom, for with thy meek eyes thou gladly 
greetest the day, my own sweet Daisy!" 

And she gathered the Flower to her heart, 
where she brightly gleamed, a snowy pearl 
amidst the diamond dew-drops of the morning. 

Since then one of dear old England's lion- 
hearted queens (but, alas ! most hapless) hath 
worn the Daisy, and on her banner the simple 
Flower was richly emblazoned ; but at Hexham's 
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fatal field the snowy petals were dyed a sad, 
sad crimson stain, which the tears of a sor- 
rowing nation could not efface. Now in these 
happier, more peaceful days, the little field 
flower humbly blooms — contented to be called 
the Morning Pearl — ^meek, simple Daisy ! 
The Daisy's story is told. 

"Hush!" cried the little Flower, as some of 
her companions were about to comment on her 
tale. " I hear the soft rustle of her wings ; the 
rosy light fi-om her flowing robe is glowing in 
the eastern skies ; she is coming, my own 
bright Fay! clad in the fi^sh beauty of the 
dewy mom." 





CHAPTER IV. 

[ FOXGLOVE, growing on a wall close 
by, was singing in a clear, mellow 
voice — 

*' A Fox jumped over the parson's gate, 
i And stole his poultry from under his nose ; 

* Oh, oh !* quoth the parson, as he popped out his pate, 
* A good fat hen ! and * — away she goes ! *' 

" Ha, ha, ha ! " laughed several of his fellow 
companions ; " what fun we had to be sure ! " 

"Yes, but our friend was not a parson," 
exclaimed another. 

*^ No, no, no," cried the others excitedly ; and 
with that they all went off into fresh bursts of 
laughter. 

" What a noise those Foxgloves are making ! " 
exclaimed the Larkspur. " Such conduct is so 
very " 

"Vulgar and ill-bred," interrupted London 
Pride ; " but there, what can you expect from 
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common field flowers?*' she added contemp- 
tuously. 

" They have woke me too soon, I must slumber 
again," the Convolvulus whined forth peevishly, 
quoting the words of Dr. Watts. 

" And I shall be compelled to take some more 
opium," was the very drowsy exclamation of the 
Poppy ; for having resided many years in Qiina, 
I am grieved to say he was addicted to that vice, 
and always carried a portion of it about with 
him. 

" Sisters," said sweet Mignonette, " do not 
be so ill-natured to our dear old friends the 
Foxgloves ; consider, they are always so bright 
and gay, it quite cheers one merely to look 
at them, much more to hear their cheerful 



voices." 



" Good little Mignonette !" the Fuchsia cried, 
nodding her head with approval. " I like to see 
unity among us." 

" And why should not the Foxgloves tell us a 
story ?" a Geranium kindly rejoined, blushing a 
deep scarlet with the warmth with which she 
spoke. " I am sure it would be very entertain- 

* 39 
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" Oh, no ! it would prove extremely vulgar," 
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replied one amongst them, with a merry laugh ; 
" we are so very common, you knowJ' 

" Nay, nay," pleaded the assembled Flowers, 
with one accord. " Field flowers or exotics, we 
are all the children of our dear mother. Nature, 
and she loves us alike, with the same tender 
affection." 

" Well, then, dear friends," exclaimed he who 
had sung so merrily, " since you wish it, I will 
relate an incident which occurred a short time 
since. It may, perhaps, amuse you, and those 
Flowers who do not wish to hear it may ask 
Poppy for some opiate, and go to sleep again." 

But none of them seemed at all disposed to 
close their eyes ; besides, having had their faces 
washed in dew, they felt quite refreshed, and all 
gathered round, eager to hear the Foxglove's 
story, though, perhaps, those who had grumbled 
so much with him would not have liked to 
acknowledge it. However, he was too good- 
natured to notice their silence ; so, with a merry 
smile brightening his hardy face, he began — 

The Foxglove's Stratagem. 

We lived on the garden w^U of an old farm- 
house, over which the vines grew in rare luxuri- 
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atice, covering it with their climbing tendrils 
and leaves ; and in the autumn the purple and 
white grapes peeped from their leafy shelter, 
mocking the thirsty throats of the village lads 




who chanced to pass that way and looked up 
longingly at them. 

It was a very old place, and had been in- 
habited, I am told, by the same family for 
many generations. Fathers had tilled the soil. 
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then laid aside the plough for ever; younger 
ones had come, then they too in their turn 
were gathered in, when the bearded grain was 
ripe for the sickle, by that Great Reaper 
whose name is Death, leaving the old home- 
stead to others of the same race. 

The swallows also loved the spot, returning 
year after year to their nests under the eaves, 
and all through the summer days flitting 
through the tranquil air with swift, untiring 
wing; and as to the robins, they hopped in 
at the open door imder the rustic porch, quite 
as if they belonged to the place, and were sure 
of welcome, — ^which indeed they were. 

And what a very cosy comer that porch 
was, with' seats on either side of it, inviting 
weary feet to rest awhile ! and the sunbeams 
were always playing bo-peep through the leaves 
which hung clustering around. But I always 
thought the spot looked brightest when little 
Susie was there, — she who was the very sun- 
shine of the old home. 

And how they all loved her, from the white- 
headed grandfather down to the little plough- 
boy, who brought her all the poor motherless or 
unhappy creatures he found about the farm, cer- 
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tain of her thanks and a sweet smile, were 
it but a half-fledged bird or a stray kitten. 
And her three great brothers — who had such 




power over them as little Susie ? Even when 
they were disputing as to whose turn it was to 
ride Brown Bess (the joint property of the chil- 
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dren) Susie was chosen umpire to decide the 
important question, and they abided by her 
decision. Why, it was Susie who saved us from 
being ruthlessly destroyed; for one day old 
Peter was working in the garden, and to " make 
the place a bit better," as he said, was proceed- 
ing to cut us off from the wall. 

It certainly seemed very sad that because we 
were only common flowers (here the narrator 
glanced meaningly at London Pride), our lives 
were to be ended thus so long before the 
appointed time. We had endeavoured to bloom 
as brightly as possible, and in sunshine or 
shower had tried to look gay ; but the fiat had 
gone forth. Old Peter was the arbiter of our 
destinies, and feeling that our fate was inevitable, 
we sighed a last and a long farewell to each other 
just as we saw him raise his sharp hook to cut 
us down. 

At that moment, so "big with fate*' for us, 
who should come singing into the garden but 
Susie. The sunlight was playing with her wav- 
ing curls, her eyes sparkled like dew-drops in 
the sun, and her little feet skipped lightly along 
as she came dancing up the pathway. 

That prolonged our lives. Old Peter dropped 
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his hook to turn round and look at his young 
mistress. 

" What are you going to do, Peter ? " she 
inquired, as she drew near, and saw him take 
up the cruel weapon. 

" Whoi lop doun these 'ere things, Miss Zusie," 
he replied. 

** Oh, please don't destroy them, they are so 
very pretty," was her eager exclamation. 

" Purty, missie ! " the old man repeated with 
astonishment. ** Whoi them be wild loike." 

" But I love them very much," she persisted, 
" so please leave them." 

" But the maister," pursued Peter, rubbing his 
rough head with perplexity. 

"Father will say you did quite right to let 
them live," replied the little lady energetically. 
" He likes them as well as I do, because, he 
says, they are so hardy and brave, blooming 
year after year without troubling any one, and 
making the old wall look quite lively." 

"Well, Miss Zusie, if so be you seys so, it 
must, I s'pose," he acquiesced, though I think 
he was greatly disappointed that he could not 
have his own way about us. 

So there we were left, and we bloomed more 
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than ever, striving to look our very best in grati- 
tude to the little maid who had thus saved our 
lives, — for a time at least. 

Now I have noticed as a rule — mind, every 
rule has exceptions — that good deeds, like good 
seed, very seldom fall to the ground and wither 
away. Both may lie fallow for a time it is true, 
but the flower comes up after awhile, and " with 
what measure ye mete, it is meted to you again." 
You may not have remarked this — the Foxglove 
said, turning to the listening flowers around — 
but the fact holds good in the world of mortals, 
as well as among ourselves, proving emphatic- 
ally this happy and sacred truth, ** Blessed are 
the merciful." 

Even in this case it is so, for when Susie saved 
our lives, she never thought that such simple 
flowers could ever repay her kindness ; and for 
some time it is true we did nothing, only strove 

to make the garden wall look gay, and yet 

But I must make haste, and not moralise, or 
dawn will come slowly but surely upon us. 

One day I remember Susie sat on the lawn 
close by the wall on which we grew, very busy 
making a smart new dress for her doll, Arabella, 
^.who sat propped up by a workbox at her back, 
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with her arms straight out, and her toes turned 
in, but with such a smile on her face of wax. 
They were evidently engaged in deep conversa- 
tion, for Susie kept speaking in her own voice 
for herself, and using a very shrill falsetto for 
Arabella, who appeared, by-the-bye, to reply 
only in monosyllables. 

In the midst of this very entertaining discourse 
I heard another voice exclaim, — 

"Look 'ere. Miss Zusie, this vowl 'ave airt 
her fut;" and the small ploughboy I before 
mentioned came in at the garden-gate, holding 
a hen in his arms. 

"Oh, give it to me, Joey," cried the child. 
" Oh, poor dear, poor dear ! how did it happen ?" 

With that Joey poured forth a long account 
of the sad accident, to which she listened atten- 
tively, all the while soothing the wounded hen, 
and wrapping it up in her soft frock. 

"I will bathe its poor foot in warm water, 
Joey, and try to get it well," she said, as, after 
thanking him, she went into the house, leaving 
Arabella alone on the lawn. 

It was some days before we saw the hen again, 
and I found she was quite well, and had been 
given to Susie as her "very own," because of 
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the care she had taken of it; indeed it had 
become quite a pet, actually allowed to roam 
about the flower garden, on the lawn too, and 
had bestowed on her the name of "Zenobia" — 
an inconvenient name to call when in a hurry. 
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but Susie was very well satisfied with it, and so I 
suppose was the hen, who seemed to love her 
little mistress very dearly, following her wher- 
ever she went, eating from her hand, and even 
perching on her shoulder. 
After some time Zenobia- was to be seen walk- 
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ing in the garden, followed by a family of nine 
chickens ; and really I cannot tell which was the 
most proud of them, Susie or the hen. Susie 
called them " loves " and " beauties," and as to 
the hen, I know she clucked and made a great 
fiiss over them ; then, as if determined their bed 
should be a bed of roses, nothing would satisfy 
her but roosting every night under a rose-bush 
which grew in the garden. 

I remember so well that particular moonlight 
night. We of course were waking, though 
the church clock had long since struck mid- 
night ; and it was so still, only the midnight 
voices murmured through the trees, though occa- 
sionally we could hear the soft crooning of 
" Zenobia " beneath the rose-bush, as she hushed 
her little family to sleep. 

Suddenly we heard the soimd of stealthy foot- 
steps creeping close under the wall, 

" It is only Dash, the house-dog," said a sister 
Flower, who grew on the same stem as myselt. 

"Dash does not steal along in that crafty 
way," exclaimed another. 

" Perhaps it is a rabbit ? " suggested one. " Or 
a cat ? " 

" It may be a rat." 
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Various conjectures were hazarded by those 
who grew low down on the wall, but I was 
higher up, so, looking cautiously over, what 
should I see but a Fox, creeping along, and 
scenting his prey with his sharp nose close to 
the ground. 

" Good evening," I called out to him. 

He started with alarm, for great rascals are 
always great cowards. 

" Oh ! good evening, my friend," he blandly 
replied ; " charming evening this for a walk." 

** Yes," I answered sharply ; " but it is rather 
late for respectable folks to be abroad." 

" Ah ! my dear Flower, just so," was his re- 
sponse ; " you see, my doctor has advised me to 
take quiet rambles." 

"It was not Dr. Quack, was it?" I asked; 
" because, poor fellow, he came to an untimely 
end the other night — ^had his head bitten off, and 
his body was then dragged across the yard, as I 
suppose you know." 

" Dear me ! " he ejaculated with affected sur- 
prise, and glancing slyly up at me out of the 
comer of his red eyes ; " how should I know, my 
friend?" 

" Oh, because some of your family are strongly 
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suspected," was my reply ; " our Dash is on the 
watch, so I would advise you to " 

" Good night, good night," he very hurriedly 
exclaimed ; " I feel the winds are becoming ex- 
tremely chilly ! " 

So saying he shuffled off as fast as possible, 
more especially as at that moment Dash began 
barking furiously as though he scented an enemy. 

How we laughed to think we had frightened 
the artful fellow away, and some of us thought 
we should never see him again ; but we were 
mistaken, for a few nights after, there he was, 
creeping along so stealthily outside the garden 
wall. 

" What do you want here ? " I called out to 
him. 

"Nothing, my friend, nothing," was his 
answer. 

^' Well, since we do not keep that article here, 
you had better seek it elsewhere," interposed a 
brother of mine, who is rather saucy. 

The Fox paused for a moment as if meditating 
what to say ; at length he began, in a whining 
tone — 

" My beloved friends, I perceive I must take 
you into my confidence. The fact is, my worthy 
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doctor says I am in delicate health, and therefore 
has dieted me " 

"Well," I said, seeing that he hesitated; 
" what of that ? " 

" He has ordered me to eat only light, digest- 
ible food — ^such as chicken," he went on to say. 

^^Oh! has he?" I remarked; and then I 
thought to myself, " Now can your craftiness be 
seen through, you are after Zenobia ; but Susie 
saved our lives, she shall not find the poor 
despised Foxgloves ungratefid — we will save 
Zenobia ! " 

Mr. Reynard had not guessed our thoughts 
(for we all thought alike on the subject), but 
continued — 

" Now, my charming friends, I know you have 
a most delightful hen in this garden." 

"Oh, yes! and nine such plump chickens," 
cried my brother. 

" Oh, dear ! how very nice ! " exclaimed the 
Fox, smacking his lips at the bare idea. 

" And I have no doubt," my brother continued, 
whilst we could scarcely restrain our mirth, 
"but that Zenobia would willingly gfive them 
up to you, for the honour of being devoured by 
so distinguished a personage as yourself." 
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"Would she, really?" cried the cruel Fox, 
swallowing this flattery as greedily as he would 
the chickens. 

" Oh, yes ! " I chimed in ; " but there's one 
thing to be mentioned — grandees like you must 
be formally introduced. Zenobia would be horri- 
fied were you to appear before her so unceremo- 
niously ; she might even refuse you your request 
for some of the chickens." 

" What shall I do, then ? " he eagerly de- 
manded. 

"Why, dress yourself; appear en grande tot- 
lette^* I replied; "brush up your whiskers a 
little more ; make your coat look glossy, and put 
on a pair of gloves." 

" Gloves ! " he repeated ; " where shall I pro- 
cure them, tell me ? " 

"Leave that to us," exclaimed my brother 
gleefiilly ; " originally, you must know, we were 
Fox-glovers ; so, have the supreme graciousness 
to restore to us our ancient privilege, and we 
will be only too proud to serve you." 

"Oh, certainly," said the Fox, assuming an 
air of patronage. " I take Dent's best — 6|." 

" No, surely not ! " cried my merry brother ; 

you must be mistaken ; such a pretty little paw 
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as yours cannot require so large a size — allow 
me to suggest 6^ ; so if you will condescend to 
call here to-morrow evening, they shall be 
ready." 

" Thank you, my friends," he said so very 
grandly, and off he went, no doubt congratu- 
lating himself on his diplomacy ; as to us, we 
laughed heartily, knowing how he would be 
caught in his own toils. 

When we saw Susie feeding and caressing 
Zenobia, how we wished for the power to tell 
her of the danger that so fearfully menaced her 
pet, but we could not; for though there is a 
"Language of Flowers" in use amongst mortals, 
it does not discourse on such a topic as this, 
therefore we were constrained to keep silence ; 
but yet we were determined to guard little Susie's 
treasure. 

Night came, and dark and dreary it was, 
too, with heavy clouds drifting across the moon, 
and hiding its brightness; we almost thought 
Mr. Reynard would not come, but he did, look- 
ing so sleek and shining with his coat freshly 
brushed. 

" Here I am, my friends ; it has taken me so 
long to dress," he said, panting with the haste 
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he had evidently made. *^ Is Zenobia — ^what a 
sweet name to be sure/' he added in a fawning 
tone of voice—" is she there ? " 

" Of course she is," I replied ; " can you not 
hear her crooning to her nine children ? " with a 
strong emphasis on the number. 

" Sweet tender creature ! " he exclaimed. " Oh! 
but to know her yet more intimately ! Let me 
jump over the gate to her.** 

** What, without gloves ! " cried several of us 
at once ; " consider how very impolite." 

"Dear, dear, I quite forgot," he ejaculated 
rather impatiently. 

"Here they are," said my brother; "pray 
allow me the honour of putting them on for 
you." 

He saw the Fox fidgeted with impatience, 
but he was obliged to consent, and my brother 
proceeded to fit on a pair of Foxgloves made 
expressly by us. 

"They are rather a tight fit," he remarked 
nervously. 

" Rather ! " we cried, as my brother held him 
fast by the paws, and we went to assist him in 
keeping the scoundrel a prisoner. 

He saw the trap into which he had fallen. 
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and struggled hard to get free; he even tried 
to pull us from o£F the old wall, but we were 
fixed there too securely for his strength to be 
of any avail; and besides, we clasped \^vai 
so tightly — for unity is indeed strength — 
that at last he roared aloud with mingled 
pain and fright. The noise aroused Dash, 
who came bounding to the spot, and flying 
at Mr. Reynard's throat, pinned him to the 
ground. 

The farmer and some of his men must 
have heard the cries of the Fox, for presently 
such a number of them came running as 
fast as they could, armed with all sorts of 
weapons, and soon dispatched the rascal; and 
it would have pleased you to have heard the 
praises bestowed on Dash for his bravery, which 
certainly he deserved. No one thought of us 
— such is often the case, I am told — ^but we 
did our duty, and repaid our debt of grati- 
tude to little Susie ; that is recompense enough 
for us. 

"Brave Foxgloves! many thanks!" cried 
the Flowers who had listened to the story. 
" You are so " 

But the Foxgloves were preparing for sleep, 
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so did not hear any more, nor did they claim 
praise for their noble act ; for among Flowers 
is as with mortals — 





CHAPTER V. 

|M0NG the gay Flowers that jewelled 
so gloriously the spot of which we 
speak, a faded Rosebud lay, and as the 
silver moonbeams glistened, a dew-drop 
like a tear might be seen gleaming on 
its petals. It may be that a pitying Fairy 
had wept for sorrow that so much beauty had 
withered and was gone; for the little bud 
seemed sadly neglected, lying there alone in its 
faded loveliness. 

The other Flowers, blooming now so brightly, 
wearing so gaily their fresh'' summer tints, looked 
tenderly upon her, at the same time pondering 
whether they should ever be changed like that ; 
but a sweet little Lily of the Valley, bending 
over her as she lay thus crushed and broken, 
softly murmured — 

" Dear Rosebud, why are you so lonely and 
forsaken ? '* 
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Then the Flower replied — 

" My child, I was once as fair as any of yon 
sweet Roses, and was fondly prized by one who 
is now no more ; but she who cherished me is 
at rest for ever, and I only am left of a bouquet, 
around which fond memories lingered long after 
our perfume and beauty were gone — and yet she 
loved us still ! " 

" Tell us your story, poor Flower," the other 
Blossoms ple£ided. 

"It is not my story," she answered sadly, 
" but hers. The poem of her life was interwoven 
with ours, and methinks I see her, as I saw 
that sweet face last, sitting with the bouquet on 
her lap, gazing through eyes so dimmed by tears 
at us, her poor faded Flowers. And these were 
the Recollections our wan beauty recalled." 

What the Faded Bouquet recalled to 

THE Old Maid. 

" Don't you remember that June morning, 
when, standing at your garden gate, he passed 
by, and stopping, asked you the way to the 
village, and your heart gave one great throb of 
joy such as you had never felt before, for you 
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thought, ' I shall see him again ! ' for he was 
what your girlish mind had always pictured as 
your love ?— and this was love at first sight, 
against which sage philosophers rail. And when, 
after raising his hat to you and expressing his 
thanks, he passed on, it seemed to you that the 
sunshine was brighter, the blue sky more clear, 
and surely the birds had never sung so sweetly ! 
The sunshine was in your heart, poor child! 
You had passed through the vale of childhood, 
and stood on the mystic verge of womanhood, 
with a woman's loving heart within your breast ; 
and he, with his bright smile, had made that 
heart beat for the first time — a little too quickly 
— ^was it not so ? 

"And then, on the next Sabbath day, don't you 
remember that, as you entered the simple vil- 
lage church, you raised your eyes, and saw him 
there, and the vivid blush crimsoned your cheeks 
as you ^/<^ his gaze was resting upon you ? — ^you 
were very lovely then ! Through the open win- 
dows came the sweet scent of the hay, the 
summer breeze fanned your glowing cheeks as, 
kneeling down, you prayed, uttering too a 
prayer for him ; and you felt so happy, yet still 
you scarce knew why ! 
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" When, a few days after, at the rural picnic, 
you met him again, and he chose you for his 
partner in all gay dances, how proud you were 
that he, so grand and noble (in your esteem), 
should thus single you out from amongst the 
many pretty girls around ! But they were not 
jealous, for they loved you very dearly, though 
you were but poor, living in ^a little cottage 
alone with your gentle mother — the widow of 
the hard-worked country doctor, and you his 
little orphan daughter. 

" And as, midst the pauses of the dance, you 
strolled with him by the banks of the rippling 
stream, whose gentle murmuring somehow, kept 
time to the melody of your heart, he told you 
then he was only a poor artist, striving to win 
fame and riches ; and you felt so glad that he 
was not rich nor great, for it would not' be 
treason to love him, even should he never know 
the secret of your heart of hearts. But was he 
not handsome, with his dark-grey eyes, and the 
brown hair clustering around his noble brow? 
and, above all, was he not true-hearted ? " 

" He was, he was ! " murmured the Old Maid, 
pressing the faded Bouquet to her lips. 

" And on that merry night your young com- 
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panions begged you to sing to them, for your 
voice was very beautiful " (the Old Maid shook 
her head with a sad smile). "You sat on the 
green sward by his side, and the soft moon- 
beams, glistening through the leafy trees, flecked 
you alike with light and shadow ; and you sang 
that dear old ballad, * Robin Adair;' but your 
voice was tremulous, as you sang — 



* What's the gay town to me ? 
Robin's not there,' 



Don't you remember, when the song was ended, 
how he whispered in your ear that he accepted 
it as a good omen, for his name was Robert, or, 
as many called him, Robin ? 

" It is the old, old story told again ; you grew 
to love each other, oh, so dearly ! He was your 
sunshine, and you — ^his guiding star. 

" And when in the green shady lane that even- 
ing in the gloaming, he asked you to be his own 
for ever, how your heart throbbed with joy akin 
to pain, and your hand trembled as it lay clasped 
in his ! You could not speak, but he gazed into 
your eyes so shyly raised, and saw the love-light 
beaming there." 

The Old Maid shaded her eyes with her trem- 
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bling hand, striving to shut out that lost vision 
of the past But the Bouquet went on, recalling 
long-buried memories. 

" Don't you remember how on the morrow he 




brought you his first and only love- gift, the poor 
Flowers now so faded f But you prized them 
far more than aught besides, tending us, oh, so 
carefully ! trying to preserve our beauty for ever 
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it seemed to us ; and when we faded, leaf by 
leafy placing us in a casket where none could see 
us save yourself, 

** And he painted your portrait as when first he 
saw you, leaning on the garden gate, with your 
soft cheek resting on the tiny white hand he 
always loved to kiss ; and the golden brown hair 
with its rippling waves — he thought there wer» 
no tresses to excel those of his darling." 

The Old Maid gazed sadly at a fair picture on 
the wall, murmuring — 

" Since then, poor Bouquet, I am changed 
indeed ! The brown waving hair has become 
silvery white, and the bright eyes dimmed by 
tears. He would not know me now ! " 

" And when in the twilight he used to come to 
meet you at the trysting place by the river's 
bank he would sing the old ballad he loved so 
well, * Robin Adair,' and you would echo the 
refrain as you saw him waiting ; then strolling 
along by his side, with your hand resting on his 
arm, you would both lay out bright plans for the 
fixture, building, alas ! those fairy fabrics, castles 
in the air — * you would wait until he became a 
little richer,' for you both were poor; but he 
with his hopefiil heart felt sure of soon gaining 

F 
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a fortune for his brown-eyed darling. Oh, the 
happiness of those swift-fleeting days, when the 
glamour of youth and love was over all ! " 




" Why, why revive 
these memories;" the 
Old Maid cried; 
" you rend my heart with the thought of what 
might have been ! " 
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"Would you forget them? Nay, they are 
not all pain, for though we poor Flowers may 
fade, the first love of a woman's heart lives for 
ever ! 

"And when he left you to return to the 
great metropolis, there to win riches and fame 
by his pencil, and make a home for his sweet 
song-bird, the place was sadly desolate without 
him ; the old familiar trysting spot seemed 
changed, the wild flowers around, you thought, 
had lost their beauty, and even the sun- 
shine appeared less bright — ^for he was not 
there ! Yet still you had hope to lighten the 
pang of parting — you knew you would meet 
again ! 

"Then don't you remember how you used to 
wait for the village postman to bring the weekly 
letter from him ? You would stand at the garden 
gate, watching the road by which he would 
come as if your waiting there would hasten his 
tardy footsteps. And when the letter came, how 
it was read, and re-read ; then, after pressing 
fervent kisses upon the writing his dear hand 
had traced, placed tenderly in the casket where 
we lay hidden." 

" Ah, I thought not then how each day as it 
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passed tore away a page from my life — a flower 
from my poor Bouquet/' the Old Maid mur- 
mured, pressing the faded flowerets to her 
trembling lips. 

" And when you heard that a lady of title and 
of wealth loved the poor artist, you wrote, tell- 
ing him *he was free, that the chain which 
bound you to each other was but a silken cord, 
not one of gold/ And even before you thought 
he could have received that hasty missive, he 
was at your feet, asking — 

*If Gwjmneth had written those cruel words ?' 
Your true woman's soul would not betray 
itself, for leaning on his shoulder you wept bitter, 
bitter tears of regret, whilst sobbing — 

" * My heart would have broken had you left 
me, Robin!'" 

" Spare me, spare me ! " the Old Maid wailed 
forth; "he was so true-hearted, and I — un- 
worthy of such love ! " 

"Not so; you loved him fondly, and would 
have died rather than have been the means of 
arresting his upward path to fame or riches! 
And you — ^though you knew it might be years 
before he could claim you for his own, yet 
when that wealthy suitor came wooing you 
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with gentle words to be his bride, repeating 
the old adage of * the old man's darling ; * yet 
though it grieved you to wound so noble and 
kind a man, one, too, who had known you from 
a child, had been your father's friend ; still you 
turned your head aside to hide your deep, deep 
sorrow that it should be so, and said him ^ Nay,' 
for your heart was true to Robin ! 

" Then came the sad tidings that he, your own 
love, was very ill, had caught a fever whilst 
visiting a poor sick brother artist, and that his 
ceaseless cry was for * Gwjmneth.' 

"Your loved mother bade you go to him, 
knowing how dear he was to her child, and 
you went ; for you felt and knew that your place 
was by his side in sorrow as in joy. 

".They told you he had been insensible for 
days, and that the fever was of the most 
dangerous kind; but you heeded not their 
caution — you had no fear. Kneeling beside his 
couch you pillowed his poor fevered head upon 
your throbbing heart. The touch of your 
cool, soft hand upon his burning brow seemed 
to recall him ; for he raised his heavy eyes 
— once so bright, alas! — to yours so tear- 
dimmed, and murmured, with something of 
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his old merry smile lightening up his wasted 
features — 

"*Gw3aineth, darling, you were ever my 
ministering angel.' 

"Words failed you, as bending down you 
kissed his brow. At last you whispered — 

" * Get well, for my sake, Robin dear ! ' 

" But he shook his head with a sad smile, say- 
ing— 

" * Darling, the race is nearly run, and I am 
weary ! ' 

" * God giveth his beloved rest,' you replied, 
scarce knowing what you said. 

" * Yes, deirling,' he said ; * and you will come 
to me soon, then we shall never more be 
parted.' 

" * Do not leave me, Robin dear ! ' you pleaded 
with a moaning cry ; * or let me go with you. 
I cannot live if you die ! ' 

" He drew your face close to his, kissed you 
again and again, oh, so fondly ! praying — 

" * God bless his darling ! ' 

"And there you lay, with your head pillowed 
beside him, his arms were folded aroimd you in 
a loving embrace, and it seemed so peaceful; 
not like death, for you heard not even the rustle 
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of the angel's wings, and yet you stood as it 
were upon the threshold of the eternal portals, 
. when he, your own love, passed in at the 
heavenly gates ! 

'*The setting sun came in through the half- 
closed blinds, and rested like a halo of glory 
around that noble brow ; but he was now where 

shadows never come, and you ? ^were desolate 

and widowed indeed ! " 

Scalding tears fell on the withered flowers as 
the Old Maid cried — 

"Oh, Bouquet! now so faded, you have re- 
vived the past, which I thought buried, I 
deemed that I was growing aged and cold, 
but you have recalled the long-ago, with its 
recollections of mingled joy and sorrow, and 
like an old familiar melody its music breathes 
of pain ! Why, why did I ever love, if the first 
and only affection of my life was to be thus 
taken away ? " 

" Is it not better so, than never to have known 

that sacred blessing, for which every woman, 

» 

ay, and man too, yearns — the pure love of a 
true heart ? 

" You will meet him again. He has only gone 
j ust a little while before. He went when the sun- 
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shine of life was at its brightest ; you — when at 
eventide the shadows lengthen o'er the path ! 

"And you have been ever true to Robin, 
though, when wealth was yours, many sought 
to win you." 

" I never loved but him," she said ; " and the 
time has been very long since he went from 
me ! Death comes not soon to those who mourn, 
and life must long be borne ere sorrow breaks 
the chain ; and now I am very weary, longing, 
— oh, so much ! — to see my own loved Robin !" 

She laid her head down with a sigh of weari- 
ness, still pressing the faded Bouquet to her 
heart, and when morning dawned, and those 
who tenderly loved the Old Maid came to awaken 
her, they found her resting thus : the quiet hands 
were clasped above the poor withered flowers — 
his love-gift ! — and she was at rest for ever ! 



Andlr- 



The faded pink ribbon which held the cherished 
flowers together becoming unfastened, I fell to 
the ground, and being unnoticed was swept 
away to where you found me, lying alone and 
forgotten ; but my companions of so many years 
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w^% left resting upon that faithful heart, when 
they laid her in that last long sleep beneath the 
grassy turf where slumbered Robin ! 

Said I, " slumbered \ " 

Ay, is it not sof "A little sleep, a little 
slumber, a little folding of the hands to sleep ;" 
then a glorious re-awakening in that better land, 
where " sorrow and parting are alike unknown." 




CHAPTER VI. 

fAY I tell you a story nowf" asked 
a sweet-voiced Evening Primrose, as, 
on the next night, the Flowers were 
met together ready to relate episodes 
of their lives. 
" I hope it is not sad," cried the Larkspiir ; 
"really, such narratives are extremely depress- 
ing in their influence." 

" Extremely so," sighed a Daffodil. " I feel 
quite unnerved, I assure you ! " 

"And the quantity of tears that were shed 
last evening was something alarming," ejacu- 
lated a Morning Glory. " I heard the gardener 
say, 'there had been a very heavy dew ; ' but I 
knew that the great moisture on the earth was 
caused by the Flowers weeping over the mourn- 
ful story of the Faded Bouquet." 

"I wonder we have not all caught severe 
colds," cried an Ice Plant, shivering as she 
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spoke. " I am sure I have received a violent 
chill from the dampness around." 

" For my part, I think the Old Maid could 
have loved another besides Robin/' exclaimed 
Cockscomb, drawing himself up; "such un- 
changing fidelity is really astonishing ! " 

"Not at all surprising," interposed an Oak- 
leaf, hanging to the branches overhead. " We, 
also, only change in dying." 

" Be that as it may," remarked a gay little 
African Marigold, "I must say, that all the 
stories our friends have as yet related have 
been more or less sad. Such melancholy does 
not suit my lively temperament. I like some- 
thing merry." 

" There is ever more of sadness than of mirth 
in the lives of all around us," a Passion Flower 
quietly said. " Each of us must bear our Cross ; 
on some it presseth heavily, but others cast the 
burden from them, and then " 

"Dear me! dear me!" interrupted the Lark- 
spur petulantly; "we are becoming doleful 
again, I declare. Do, some one, tell us a story!" 

" Is yours merry or sad ?" asked an Anemone 
of Evening Primrose, who stood modestly by; 
" because " 
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" If it is sad," interposed Marigold, " I fear 
that, like the MS. of unlucky authors, it will be 
•declined, with thanks.'" 

There was a merry laugh, in which all the 
Flowers joined, and none more heartily than 
pale Evening Primrose hersell 

"Well," she good-naturedly said, "if when 
I am relating my story you do not like it, 
close up your petals tightly, and do not 
listen." 

" Or go to sleep," observed the Poppy, with a 
yawn. 

" Dear Evening Primrose, so patient with our 
whims and caprices, gladly will we hear the 
story you so kindly offer to .tell us, be it gay or 
sad," exclaimed the queenly Rose. 

" Ah ! it will be pleasure indeed to listen 
to so charming a voice," cried Sweet William 
gallantly. 

" True, brother, true," acquiesced a prim little 
Bachelor's Button, growing close by, " though, 
for my own part, I am quite unused to the 
society of ladies. But thrai I don't mind Even- 
ing Primrose; she does not seem a strong- 
minded feraal*. She will not lecture as, will 
he?" 
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"No, no, sir," replied Bluebell, who grew 
beside hinu 

The Flowers around, being thus all ready- 
to hear, for even Sunflower had turned from 
gazing at the last bright glow in the west, the 
Evening Primrose commenced her tale of— 

The Little Miner and his Flower. 

I do not think any of us would care to pass 
the greater part of our days in a coal-mine, or 
even to live in the vicinity of one; for miles 
aroimd the air is dense with black smoke, and 
the clear blue sky hidden, as it were, by a thick, 
murky veil. But if it is thus during the day, 
how much more fearful does it seem at night, 
when the lurid glare from the many furnaces 
lights up the sky with a red gleam which can b^ 
seen for miles around; it has then in it some- 
thing of the terrible ! 

Not a Flower can exist in so close and heavy 
an atmosphere— not even a blade of grass can 
push its way up through the coal-encrusted soil 
that covers the earth. Well may it be called 
the " Black Country ; " yet there are brave and 
good men living, ay, working steadily there. 
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day after day, braving dangers innumerable to 
provide for the wants of their fellow-men, though 
people as they gather round the fireside of home 
think not of the hardy miners. 

All honour, then, to that Christian man whose 
noble heart thought so much of them, and of the 
risks they encounter in the deep mines; his 
mighty genius studied to avert the dangers to 
which they are exposed, and by his means many 
thousand lives have been saved. Statues are 
raised to the soldier who takes lives, how very 
few of our true philanthropists are remembered 
when they have passed away ! Yet the simple- 
hearted Cornish chemist, with his safety-lamp, 
has done more for England than all her greatest 
warriors. 

Sometimes, it is true, terrible accidents occur, 
and had any one passed through a certain coal 
district on the day of which we speak, desola- 
tion and despair would have been seen every- 
where. 

There had been a fearful explosion in a mine 
through some (as yet] unknown cause, and they 
were now bringing up the shaft the dead or 
dying men. 

Men, women, and children, were gathered 
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in anxious groups near the mouth of the 
pit, eagerly waiting to see if any they loved 
were among the hapless victims; then a wail- 
ing cry of agony would rend the very air, as 
some miserable woman recognised her son, or 




her " good man," in the crushed and mangled 
form. 

There was a little cottage standing among 
others of the same class, but which, from its 
superior surroundings, seemed to betoken the 
residence of one more refined than the rest ; 
for snowy muslin curtains draped the windows, 
the panes of which were scrupulously clean, and 
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the door-steps were as white as hands could 
make them. 

Going now towards this cottage a group of 
men might be seen, carefully carrying a burden 
over which a sheet was spread. He was their 
foreman, a man loved and respected by them 
all, and the hearts of these rough colliers beat 
heavily as they bore him thus towards his once 
happy home. 

The rumour of the coming misery had burst 
upon his wife like the surging of an angry wave, 
overwhelming her with its force, and she sat 
with ashen cheeks and quivering lips, convul- 
sively clasping in her arms their only child, 
their fair-haired Davie. But when she heard 
the measured tread coming nearer and nearer 
to the door, she rose with a shivering sob to 
meet him, as she had ever done with a loving 
smile, though now her heart felt bursting with 
anguish. And he knew her, for he put out his 
poor crushed hand for her to take, murmuring 
faintly — 

" My poor, poor girl ! " 

Tenderly, as with the gentle touch of 
woman, those rugged men laid him on the bed 
from which he had risen in full health and 
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strength, and the wife's hand was firm as 
she softly removed the garments from those 
mangled limbs. Ah ! little had she thought, 
when she bid him "good-bye" in the morn- 
ing, that his return home would have been 
thus ; he had said to Davie, in his merry 
way — 

" Ah ! my yoimg man, soon you will be the 
bread-winner ; your old father will then be able 
to sit by the ingle and smoke his pipe, whilst 
mother looks on." 

He had returned to the ingle, but Davie was 
still a child. 

A few anxious days, and all was over, the 
end had come, and he and his fellow-suflferers 
were laid to rest beneath the fresh green turf in 
a distant churchyard, and the poor young widow 
was alone in the wide wide world with only 
little Davie. 

None, save those who have suffered, can know 
the utter desolation of heart, crushing as it were 
the very soul to the earth with despair, when the 
father — ^the "bread-winner" — is taken from the 
midst, and those who are left know not where to 
look for help or guidance; but the poor have 
no time to waste in mourning or regrets, they 

G 
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must be up and doing, even though their hearts 
fail them for very sorrow. 

And the widow sat by the fire-light with her 
boy's hand clasped in hers, gazing into the 
glowing embers as if trying to read what the 
Future would be therein. The Past had been 
very happy, for her girlhood was spent in a far 
higher sphere of life ; but she had freely given 
up all for him who was now no more, and had 
never repented of her choice. Alas! he, too, 
was gone, leaving her alone, and her heart was 
nigh to break. 

She had spread the contents of her small purse 
upon her lap, and was thinking what was to be 
done when that trifling sum of money was spent, 

only a few pounds and then She remembered 

the dear voice that had ever comforted her when 
in sadness, now silent for ever, and the brave 
heart, so firm of purpose, that had ceased to 
beat ; and as she thought of him who had ever 
been kind and true, her courage gave way, for, 
burying her face in her hands, she sobbed 
aloud — 

" Oh, Davie, Davie ! who will care for us now 
father is gone ? " 

The child put his arms lovingly around that 
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bowed head, as though it was indeed his place 
to become the comforter. 

" Mother darling, the Lord will provide," he 
whispered. 

There was a something in the child's voice 
that struck the mother's ear, for she removed 
her hands from before her face, and drawing 
him yet nearer, gazed earnestly into those clear 
blue eyes. 

Sudden sorrow often changes the entire 
nature, and the events of the last few days 
had as it were transformed little Davie from 
a mere child into a thoughtful boy. Like his 
namesake of old he was of " a beautiful coun- 
tenance," and as he caressingly smoothed his 
mother's pale cheeks with his soft, gentle hands, 
she felt she was not wholly desolate, since he 
was still left to her. 

Long sat they thus in silence. At last the 
boy said — 

** Mother dear. Mat Morgan says that as I 
am ten years old, it is time for me to begin to 
work now," 

" How, Davie ? " she dreamily questioned, for 
she had scarcely heard what he said, 
" In the pit with him," was the reply ; 
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" he is so good, I know he will take care of 



me. 



"No, no," she cried, clasping him yet closer 
to her ; " not in that cruel mine that has robbed 
us of father." 

" Nay, mother darling," the boy gently urged, 
" it was God who took father home to himself, 
and he was ready to go ; besides," he continued, 
with all the hopefulness of youth, " I could earn 
some money every week, and only think how 
grand that would be ! " 

"Your poor father, Davie, did not wish you 
to be a miner ; he hoped you would become a 
great and clever man," the mother replied. 

He hesitated for a moment. Bright visions 
had filled his young head of gaining riches and 
honours "one day," that glorious time of the 
young. How proud they both would be of 

him ! And now He clenched his small 

hands tightly together, and kept back the sob 
that was rising, as he answered bravely and 
looked hopefully — 

" And I will be a clever man, mother, darling. 
I will learn at night when I come home, and 
who knows what I may be one day ? Mat 
Morgan says our manager was only a poor 
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collier lad once ; and, mother, all are so good to 
us here, they loved father very dearly." 

The boy prevailed, and in a few days he took 
his place by the side of his friend. Mat Morgan, 
who grew to love him as his own child. 

It grieved the mother's heart when at night 
her boy returned, with the fair golden hair 
rough and tangled, and the once soft hands 
torn and hardening with toil; but the child 
thought not of that. It is true this was not the 
life he would have chosen, for he was a studious 
boy, yet still, Wcis he not the "bread-winner" 
now ? and it was a proud day for him when he 
laid his first earnings in her lap, and felt her 
tears upon his cheek as she kissed and blessed 
her Davie. 

But the hour he best loved was when, casting 
aside all care, he sat on a low stool at her feet, 
and, with his head resting on her knee, listened 
as she read aloud their evening chapter from the 
Book of Life ; he was then the child once again , 
and oh ! it was so peaceful. 

" Consider the lilies of the field, they toil not, 
neither do they spin." 

" Mother, what are lilies like ? I have never 
seen one, you know," the boy asked, when 
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she had ceased reading and had closed the 
book. 

In simple language she tried to paint to her 
inexperienced child the exquisite beauties of the 
" flowers of the field," and he, with his innate 
love of the beautiful, caught readily at all she 
said. 

" How I should love to be where they bloom," 
he exclaimed ; " it must be like Paradise. But 
the Flowers I have seen always close up at 
night. Now I should like one to open, as 
though it greeted me when I came home." 

I know not how it happened, the Evening 
Primrose said, but the next night, as little 
Davie entered his home, a delicious perfume 
filled the air, and standing in the cottage window 
was an Evening Primrose, with its petals fully 
expanded. 

"Mother, mother! this lovely Flower has 
opened on purpose to bid me welcome home ; " 
and in excess of delight the boy knelt and ten- 
derly kissed the blossom. 

Words cannot express the love he bestowed 
on the plant; it was to him joy unfeigned to 
watch the growing of each leaf, the gradual 
unfolding of each fi-esh bud ; and on his return 
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at night his first thought, after the thought for 
his mother, was of his Evening Primrose, 

Those who gather Flowers at will, prize them 
for awhile, then cast them carelessly aside when 
their beauty is gone, can form no idea of the 
all-absorbing love the little miner lad evinced 
for his one fair Floweret. And if he saw a faded 
leaf announcing all too plainly that Earth's fair 
children must pass away, it caused his young 
heart a pang of sorrow that he could not save 
what he loved so well. 

Time passed on, and it was Davie's last day 
in the coal-mine ; he was going to exchange 
that hard, laborious life, so uncongenial to his 
taste, but which stem necessity had made him 
adopt, for a new and brighter occupation, one> 
too, for which he had always ardently longed. 

The manager, of whom he had spoken to his 
mother, had noticed the gentle fair-haired boy. 
Prosperity had not hardened his heart (as it so 
often does) and recollections of the long-ago, 
when he, the poor collier lad — " the only son 
of his mother, and she was a widow" — had 
struggled bravely to gain a livelihood for him- 
self and her. The grass was gfreen above that 
dear mother's grave, but his thoughts were of 
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her, as laying his hand kindly upon the child's 
curly head he asked, " David, would you like to 
leave the pit-work, and go into the engineer's 
department ? ** 

"What! and become a great man like Ste- 
phenson and Brunei ? Oh, yes, sir ! " the boy 
exclaimed with joy. Like all youthful ambi- 
tions he vaulted at once to the highest pin- 
nacle of greatness, — there is no midway for the 
young. 

The manager smiled at his enthusiasm. 

" You can but try, my lad, to be as great and 
good as they were," he said ; " therefore, next 
week you can enter upon your new work." 

" But, sir," and the boy paused, " shall I earn 
wages like I do now ? Because " 

And his voice failed to utter the thought of 
his heart — should he still be able to help his 
mother ? 

The gentleman evidently understood his hesi- 
tation, for he said kindly, " Yes, my little man, 
you will earn wages ; and be a good steady lad, 
like your poor father before you." 

The boy raised his friend's hand to his lips, for 
he could not speak his gfratitude ; and with his 
blue eyes sparkling with joy, ran quickly home. 
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eager to tell the news to her whose every thought 
was of Davie. 

" Mother, mother ! " he cried, bursting in upon 
her as she sat at work ; " I shall become a great 
man now ! " 

Then with his arms around her neck, and his 
curly head resting lovingly on her shoulder, he 
poured forth his bright hopes of the future. 

"And see," he continued, "my dear Flower 
seems to know we are so happy, for it is fiilly 
open now, and is breathing forth its gladness 
with a perfumed voice." 

So the last day for working in the dark mine 
had come, and to-morrow — oh, to-morrow ! 

" I'll miss ye, Davie," Mat Morgan observed, 
as he and his little friend trudged on, side by 
side, to work ; " ye were bright and cheery like 
down there ! And maybe ye'll forget the missis 
and me when ye gets a great man, as ye say 
ye'U be one day ; and I makes no doubt but ye 
win, too." 

**Nay, Master Morgan," the boy cried re- 
proachfully, " were you not my first friend when 
father died? and when I'm rich, you both shall 
live in a big house with mother and I. We 
will ride in a grand carriage, and be so happy. 
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and never look at black coals, except to bum 
them!" 

The old miner smiled as he listened to the 
boy's bright day-dreams, yet still he could not 
help feeling sad, for he dearly loved the lad, and 
knew how much he should miss his merry prattle 
as they worked together down in the mine. 

" What's that ? " cried some of the men, as a 
low rumbling sound was heard, just as they w^re 
preparing to leave off work. 

One or two ran to the entrance of the working, 
Mat Morgan amongst the number, and his face 
was blanched as he returned to his comrades, 

"What is it?" asked Davie, trembling with 
undefined fear. 

"My lad, there has been a landslip in the 
sidings, and we are shut in," was his reply, 

"But can we not get out?" the child ques- 
tioned. 

" No, never again, unless help comes soon," he 
hoarsely replied. 

Who can express the terror that filled the 
hearts of these hardy men at the thought of 
being thus entombed in a living gfrave ; they 
who quailed not when meeting Death face to 
face, shrank in dread at the slowly advancing 
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foe — all but the boy, who seemed not to com- 
prehend the frightful danger. 

The light from the flickering lamps the miners 
carried fell full upon his soft features, and his 
eyes gleamed brightly, as laying his hands on 
the bowed head of his old friend, he calmly said, 
" Master Morgan, let us not fear, God is with us 
still." 

"Maybe he has forgotten us, Davie," the 
strong man moaned pitifully. 

"No, no," the boy rejoined. "*Yea, tho' I 
walk through the valley of the shadow of death, ' 
I will fear no evil, for Thou art with me,' Is it 
not so ? " 

There was something so calm, so trustful, in 
the child's faith in God's mefcy, that the poor 
sorrow-stricken men listened (it might be with 
apathy), as he tried to cheer them with thoughts 
of that Power who is mighty to save. 

Weary hours dragged their length slowly 
on, help came not, yet still his faith wavered 
not. The lamps went out by degrees, for the 
oil was expended, leaving them in complete 
darkness. Yet though Death, indeed, appeared 
near, it had no terrors for him, for God was 
nearer still. 
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" Shall I sing to you, Master Moi^an ? the 
time will then not seem so long," the boy asked, 
as he laid his head wearily down on his friend's 
broad shoulder. 

" Ay, ay, my lad," was all the reply the poor 
man could make. 

Then through the awful silence and darkness 
around rang the sweet clear tones of little 
Davie — 

"Rock of ages del) for me. 

Let me hide myself in Thee." 

" Hark ! " he cried, pausing in the hymn ; 
" they are striving to clear the working ; I hear 
the sound of their picks. We are saved ! we are 
saved ! " he shouted joyously. 

With the sense of hearing pretematurally 
sharpened, these poor men, who had given 
themselves up for lost, listened for awhile. 
Yes, they too could hear their deliverers 
bravely working to set them free. Then arose, 
as with one voice, their song of deliverance — 

" Thou canst save, and Thou alone." 

Tenderly they bore him home to his mother, 
that brave fair child, whose noble fortitude had 
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sustained their failing hearts. Reaction had set 
in, and he was weak and fainting as they laid 




him in her arms ; yet he murmured feebly, striv- 
ing to appear strong — 
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"Oh, mother darling! I thought I should 
never see you nor my Evening Primrose again ; 
but, mother, why is it still so dark ? " 

She glanced in aflEright at his soft blue eyes, 
which to her looked as clear as of yore. What 
was it? The morning light was streaming in 
through the open windows, and yet to him it 
was still dark ! She breathed not a word of her 
fear to him, though the icy dread chilled as it 
were her very heart, but laying him gently down 
in his own little bed, soothed him with loving 
caresses, bidding him "try to sleep and forget 
it all ; " then leaving him to repose, went forth 
tremblingly to seek her child's friend. 

She found the old man seated in his arm-chair 
(for like the rest of the miners who had been in 
this imminent peril he had escaped unhurt), 
recounting to a listening group around the 
wonderful faith of little Davie, whose trust in 
God had never failed, e'en though the shadows 
of the dark angel's wing had hovered over them ! 

" Oh, Master Morgan !" the poor mother cried, 
as, with clasped hands and quivering lips, she 
overheard him dilating on her boy's noble forti- 
tude ; ^* my little Davie ! — ^he will never look on 
us again ! " 
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** He be ho dead, mum ! " exclaimed the old 
man, starting from his chair ; " no, no, don't ye 
say that." 

" No, not dead, thank God, but blind, I fear," 
she sobbed. 

"Maybe not," he replied, endeavouring to 
comfort her. " 111 jest go wi' ye, mum. I have 
known sich things afore when men have been 
shut in the dark some hours (and we were nigh 
upon two days in the pit, ye mind); the shock 
of seein' the daylight suddenly dazes the sight 
awhile. So ye must not greet." 

With what quickened feet did she hasten 
home, eager to prove if the old man was right, 
and hoping the child's sight had become cleared 
whilst he slept ! Her heart beat so violently, she 
could scarcely speak, as standing by his bedside 
she saw his eyes were unclosed, and apparently 
gazing upon her where she stood. 

"Davie," she said softly, "here is Master 
Morgan come to see you." 

" Where is he ?" the boy cried jo3rfully. " He 
is not hurt, is he ? But, mother dear, I cannot 
see him ; there seems something like a shadow 
over my eyes. Oh, mother!" he moaned, as 
suddenly the sad truth appeared to strike him. 
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" tell me, I am not blind, am I r" Then, as 
she could not for very anguish reply, his noble 
courage gave way, and, throwing himself back 
on his pillow, he uttered a piercing cry of un- 
utterable despair. 

The poor mother knelt by his pillow, with 
her arms around him, unable to speak. 

"Nay, Davie, my man," cried the old miner, 
wiping his eyes with the back of his rough 
hand; "ye did no greet when death a'most 
stared us in the face ; why do ye sorrow now, 
my lad?" 

" Oh, but then I should have been with God ! 
Now — " and his sobs redoubled — " I shall never 
see mother's dear face again, nor yours. Master 
Morgan ; and my sweet Flower will open its 
blossoms for me in vain ;. and, oh ! if I am blind, 
I shall never more be mother's little * bread- 



winner.' " 



I am glad to tell you, the Evening Prim- 
rose said, in conclusion, that little Davie 
eventually recovered his sight, thanks to the 
noble generosity of the manager, who spared 
no means to procure the best surgical aid, but 
above all to the tender mercy of Him "who 



THE FLOWERS. 



97 



maketh the blind to see;" and he became the 
stay and comfort of his widowed mother, retain- 
ing, ever his filial affection for her, and cherishing 
fond recollection of those early days when his 
only treasures were her love and his Evening 
Primrose ! 




CHAPTER VII. 



>>'T- 




AM extremely rejoiced that our friend's 
story ended in so comfortable a man- 
ner," remarked Larkspur sententiously, 
when they met next time, and were dis- 
cussing the merits and demerits of the last 
narrative, as, of course, all critics are privi- 
leged to do ; " at first I began to fear we were 
going to have another sad tale." 

"So did I," remarked Marigold, "and had 
that been the case, I must certainly have bor- 
rowed some opium from Poppy, and gone to 
sleep to calm my nerves." 

" It must be very cold in a mine," observed 
Ice Plant with a shiver. 

" Wrong, my friend, wrong," corrected 
Aaron's Rod, who, by the way, was the terror 
of all the young and giddy flowers; "on the 
contrary, it is ex-ceed-ing-ly warm." 
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" But is it not very dark, sir • " asked meek 
little Daisy. 

" Yes, yes, of course it is," he replied ; " but 
then— a mine has its advantages and disadvan- 
tages, like everything else ! " 

" One good thing, there are no females down 
there," sneered Bachelor's Button. 




" How rude ! How impolite ! " several of his 
neighbours were heard to exclaim indignantly. 

" He is only a country-bred Flower," inter- 
posed London Pride with scorn. 

Surely Puck, fully bent on mischief, must 
have been strolling amidst the Flowers that 
night, for there ensued such a hubbub, such a 
perfect Babel of voices, that even the " crick- 
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cree " of a Grasshopper close by was drowned 
in the noise ; so away he sprang, with a pro- 
digious bound, to tell Ijis friend the Cricket 
of the quarrel that was raging; and how it 
would have ended no one can imagine, had 
it not been for the Fairy of the Flowers, who 
flew in haste to the spot, and by the magic 
charm of her presence sdlenced the angry dis- 
putants. 

" My children," the Fay gently remon- 
strated, " the Nightingale has fled the spot 
which you have rendered thus discordant, 
and fair Moon has veiled ^ her face with a 
fleecy cloud ; she cannot look upon such angry 
Blossoms. See! Love-lies-bleeding at your 
feet, and Nightshade o'ershadows you all ! " 

"Forgive us, dear Fairy," each remorseful 
Flower pleaded; "'twas the cold north winds 
that blew over us, and chilled for a moment our 
love to each other." 

"They will quarrel no more," said sweet 
Honeysuckle, bending down from the high 
hedge over which she had flung her loving 
embrace ; " it was pride, not the north wind, that 
chilled their hearts, and I will show them how 
* vaulting ambition doth oft o'er-reach itself,' 
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falling from its high pinnacle, like Lucifer, 
* never to rise again.' 



i »i 



The Honeysuckle and the Butterfly. 

A little shoot of Honeysuckle was putting 
forth its tendrils, one early spring day, low 
down on the ground at the foot of a thick-set 
hedge. As yet it was but a weakly sprig, not 
knowing even its own strength, nor even dream- 
ing that it would ever rise far above the earth ; 
yet still it was very contented, drawing happi- 
ness from its surroundings, happy in living only, 
and feeling the warm simshine kissing its fragile 
leaves. 

Close by there was a strange, dark, oblong 
mass. The little Honeysuckle tried to imagine 
what it could possibly be, for it never moved, nor 
did it evince emotion of any kind. People would 
take it up, look at it, put it down again, saying 
" It is only a common Chrysalis ! " but what that 
was, the Honeysuckle knew not. 

At last, one day when the sun was shining 
very warmly indeed, to her great surprise she 
saw it move ; then, by slow degrees, the dark 
brown casing was cast aside, and she saw that 
it had wings. 
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"Why, what are you f* she questioned, in 
utter astonishment at the marvellous transfor- 
mation. 

" Me ! " he replied. " Oh ! I am a Butterfly ; 




and you will see I shall become most lovely 
soon ; such gloriously tinted feathers will deck 
my wings ! Oh, I shall be so beautiful ! " 
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" Will you let me see you then ? " the meek 
little Flower cried delightedly. 

" Oh, yes ; you shall see me, certainly ! " he 
replied, with a mighty air of condescension. 

** And you will stay here always ? " she asked, 
quite pleased at the mere thought of having so 
charming a neighbour. 

"Dear me, no! I shall fly far away from 
here ! " was his exclamation. 

" What ! and leave me ? " 

'* Certainly ; my ambition could not endure 
such a hum-drum life as yours," he replied. " I 
shall fly far, far higher with these gay-coloured 
wings of mine." 

" Oh, that I had wings like yours, or that you 
clung to earth like me!" sighed the tender- 
hearted little Honeysuckle, who from being so 
long in close companionship with the dark, 
unsociable Chrysalis, had actually learned to 
regard him with friendship. 

" Nonsense ! what a wish ! " the gaudy insect 
exclaimed. ** Why I should die if I were rooted 
to one place ; and as to you, I doubt if you will 
ever be higher in the world than you are now." 

It certainly gfrieved the humble Flower to hear 
the Butterfly speak thus. 



104 STORIES OF 

*' Perhaps he is right," she sadly mused. "I 
am, I know, but a little green sapling, whilst he 
is so noble and gfrand ; yet, still, it is heart- 
rending never to rise — always to be a mere 
groundling ! " 

A few days after the Butterfly called out very 
joyfully to her — 

" Good-bye, good-bye ! See, I have acquired 
my full beauty, and now I am off to entrance 
the world with my charms. I Ihink I am an 
* Emperor;' I am not quite sure; but there, 
people will soon appreciate me, and of course 
wall fully acknowledge my claims." 

" And are you really going ? " the Honey- 
suckle asked, feeling very sorrowful at the 
thought. 

" Yes, of course, I am perfect now," was the 
answer ; " but I will come and see you some- 
times, perhaps ; you are sure to be found in 
the same place." 

So sajdng, away he flew with a mocking 
laugh ; his gay wings fluttered merrily in the 
sunshine for awhile, then he was lost to sight, 
and the little Honeysuckle felt very lonely as 
she watched him gradually disappear. 

" Oh, dear me ! " she sighed ; " I feel rather 
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sad ; it certainly must be very nice to rise a 
little in the world." 

"Take hold of my hand, my dear," said a 
kindly Bramble, who had chanced to overhear 
the Flower lament her lowly fate ; " I may be 
able to give you a lift." 

" Oh, thank you very much," was the reply, 
" but I fear your kindness would be thrown 
away ; I do not think I am bom to rise higher 
in the world.*' 

" One can never know until he has tried 
what may be done," was the encouraging re- 
sponse. "Look at me, I am only what is 
called a Bramble, very much despised by some 
folks no doubt, but who will not despise the fruit 
I bear. Why every one likes the hardy * black- 
berry,' and I believe by *your fruit ye are 
known.' " 

" But I shall never yield fruit," the Honey- 
suckle exclaimed ; " and as to Flowers " 

" You are as yet only a green sprig of some- 
thing — what I know not," the Bramble inter- 
rupted sharply. "But courage, child! take 
fast hold of me; I may be rough, yet I am 
strong; besides, * thorny paths lead to glory,' 
and who knows to what height you may rise ? " 



io6 STORIES OF 

'* I fear to climb," cried the timid Flower. 

" Nonsense, child, only hold tight ! " was the 
exclamation, as she put forth a slender green 
tendril, and clasped her kind friend's helping 
hand, which, though rough and thorny, was 
honest and true. 

Few, very few among mortals find the friend 
ready to raise them from the ground, I am told ; 
for there is such a rush and scramble to reach 
the temples of " Fame " and of " Mammon," that 
each one elbows the other in the crowd. Some 
of the weaker ones get sadly pushed to the wall ; 
others are trampled under foot ; and it is only 
the very boldest arid most daring of the throng 
who ever reach the desired goal ! 

But amongst us Flowers it is not so, and in 
that I think we show our superiority over 
mortals ; for how many of our weak ones cling 
for support to others, and through their tender 
care gain strength and beauty ! 

That was the case with the Honeysuckle. 
She felt so secure, resting on that strong, pro- 
tecting arm, that by degrees she began to gain 
courage to feel, as it were, her own power. 
The kindly Bramble, too, seeing she was more 
than " a little green sprig of something," 
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urged her to persevere in her upward course. 
So she clambered up higher, still higher; the 
delicate green tendrils became firmer yet more 
beautiful ; and, at length, after much patient 




toiling, she reached the highest summit pos- 
sible — the top of the thick-set hedge ! 

"Oh, how can I thank you, my dear, kind 
friends ? " she joyfully cried, when from her 
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lofty dwelling-place she gazed on the beauties 
of Nature unfolded thus to her ; " and you, dear 
Bramble, my first true guide " 

"We are all very pleased to see you have 
succeeded, my dear," interrupted the other ; 
" we do not fear you will prove ungrateful, you 
are sure to remember us still." 

"Indeed, indeed, I ever shall!" cried the 
happy Flower. 

Then as the summer grew warmer, and her 
lovely blossoms opened to the bright sun- 
shine, she remembered those kind friends, and 
showered them in gratitude over those dear 
ones who had helped her on her way ; and the 
delicate fragrant blossoms spread thus over the 
hedge and the sturdy Bramble enhanced their 
humble beauty, and rendered them charming 
to mortal eyes. 

" Dear me ! " cried the Butterfly, as one very 
hot day he alighted to rest upon one of the 
leaves of the Honeysuckle ; " why really I did 
not know you again. How did you contrive to 
get so high in the world ? " 

" Kind hands guided me on my way," was the 
reply, " and helped me to attain the position I 
now hold." 
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" Oh, indeed ! " he replied shortly. « Well, I 
owe gratitude to no one. I suppose, though, you 
will not rise any higher." 

" No," she rejoined with meekness ; " living 
as I do now, amongst all who are dear to me, I 
have no higher ambition." 

" You always were a faint-hearted thing," 
exclaimed the insect, quite forgetting to be even 
civil. " As to me, I fly here, I fly there, now on 
this flower, now on that ; mine is a glorious life, 
nothing but pleasure all the live-long day. Con- 
fess now, would you not like to be me ? " 

** No, I am so happy here, I would not wish to 
change my lot," she answered. 

'* What a taste ! Why, there is even a song 
amongst mortals called, * I'd be a Butterfly ; ' 
only think of that ! " he cried exultantly. 

" What ! and have a pin stuck through one's 
head, sufibcated with camphor, and then to be 
put in a glass-case for people to stare at?" 
ejaculated Spleenwort with a slight dash of 
malice in his tone. 

" Don't talk of such things, you common 
Flower ! " the insect angrily said ; " I'll not stop 
any longer to listen to you." 

And away he flew, evidently very much dis- 
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turbed in his mind by what the Spleenwort 
had said as referring to Butterflies in general. 
You see, poor, giddy flutterer, he did not like to 
hear the plain truth spoken, flattery would have 
pleased him better ; yet truth, 4:hough some- 
times bitter, is a very wholesome tonic when 
taken properly. 

The summer days sped fast, for Father Time's 
scythe is never idle, and he was gradually, 
though slowly, mowing down the flowers of the 
sunshine hours ; the leaves once so green were 
changing now, assuming their glowing autumn 
tints, whilst some would fall flutteringly to the 
ground with a gentle sigh of weariness, as the 
cold winds were rustling by ; and the northern 
gale was proclaiming to the trees that winter 
was on her way, and a shudder would pass 
through the branches, for they feared, and 
shrunk from, her chill icy breath. 

The Bees took refuge in their well-stored 
hives, the Ants had barred their outer doors and 
retired to their most secluded apartments, even 
the garden Spider was sheltered in his home ; 
only the once giddy Butterfly seemed homeless 
and friendless ! 

" Shelter me, shelter me ! dear Honeysuckle," 
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moaned the shivering insect ; " I am so cold 
and weak." 

" Poor thing ! " the tender Flower exclaimed 
in tones of utmost pity; " creep under my leaves, 
perhaps they may shield you; but your beautiful 
wings, how came they so torn and colourless ? " 

" The pitiless storm fell on me last night," he 




answered, though with difficulty, for he was so 
feeble, " and crushed me to the earth in its fury, 
'Tis true the gleams of sunshine to-day have 
revived me, but, alas ! I feel I am dying ; my day 
is over, and there is no one to give me refuge 
save you." 
" Where are the gay friends ? " she asked ; 
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" those with whom you sported the live-long 
summer hours ? " 

" Gone far from me," he answered bitterly ; 
" they were but friends of the fleeting sunshine, 
and I, in the day of my power, I thought but of 
myself, and now I am left alone to die ! " 

The north wind came with terriSc power, 
tossing the ships as they nobly braved its lury, 
causing hearts to fervently pray " for those at 
sea," and bending the noble forest trees as it 
swept on its onward course. And when the 
cold grey dawn awoke the early Flowers, they 
saw the poor crushed Butterfly lying dead, close 
by the little Honeysuckle, whose timid, trustful 
heart he had once derided. 





T 



CHAPTERS VIII, AND IX. 

HILE the Flowers had been thus dis- 
coursing, an Ivy-leaf, unnoticed by any 
of them, had gradually been approach- 
ing nearer and nearer, eager to listen to 
'^ ^ the stories they related ; and so anxious 
was he to hear all that was told, and he 
had drawn near them so very imperceptibly, 
that to his own great surprise he found himself 
one evening in the midst of the lovely group, 
" the observed of all observers." 

" Why, here is actually an Ivy-leaf come to 
join our entertainment!" exclaimed a number 
of gay Buds, quite surprised at such an idea ever 
entering the mind of the grave Ivy — mixing with 
the bright world of Flowers, when, as every one 
supposes, he prefers solitude. 

"Who would have thought melancholy Ivy 
would care to hear the stories of the Flowers ?" 
observed African Marigold to China Aster, her 

I 
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cousin, who, clad in her newest autumn dress, 
was standing by her side. 

" The legends told by crumbling towers and 
time worn ruins would better suit his taste, I 




should imagine," remarked Aaron's Rod pedan- 
tically. 

"You are right, my friend," responded the 
Ivy-leaf in a voice of sadness ; " there are indeed 
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"5 



' sermons in stones,' proclaiming aloud to man 
that cities, nay worlds, must yield to the destroy- 
ing hand of Time. The fall of his footstep so 
stealthy, yet so sure, may be hushed by the soft 




green moss, the trace of his blighting fingers 
veiled by the clinging Ivy. But still, he hath 
been there ! Yes, 'tis true ; the crumbling towers 
may utter stem truths with their sad though 
silent voices, but Flowers raise our thoughts from 
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earth to heaven, teaching us sweet lessons, if we 
will but learn them ; for * there is good in every- 
thing/ " 

*^ Dear me, how very prosy he is ! " whispered 
giddy Cockscomb to an equally frivolous friend, 
the Dandelion, 

" That is the result of being educated amidst 
dull ancestral ruins," replied Ragged Robin ; 
" give me the free open coimtry, and the hedge- 
row school." 

** He must be very rich," remarked poor little 
Shepherd's Purse; "for his family appear to 
claim every place for their own after a while," 

" Silence there ! " cried Aaron's Rod sternly ; 
" I wish to speak." 

" And when I speak let no dog bark, not even 
wag his tail," the Dog Daisy very roguishly 
whispered to Cockscomb and Ragged Robin, 
never heeding his pretty half-sister, meek Daisy, 
who looked reproachfully at him for his sad 
breach of politeness. 

Fortunately they were not overheard by the 
elder Flowers, or Aaron's Rod might perhaps 
have severely reproved them ; he proceeded, 
therefore, to say, with a gracious wave of his 
hand, or rather wand, to gentle Ivy — 
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"Perhaps, sir, you could oblige us with an 
entertaining narrative this evening." 

" Oh, do ! " interposed London Pride gush- 
ingly. "I am sure it will not be a low story 
about vulgar miners, and stupid old maids in 
love with poor artist fellows ; but something 
grand— about noble lords, and stately halls. 
Oh, so very nice ! Such an agreeable change ! ". 

She looked round upon her companions for 
approval. Alas! she met with none; for the 
simple Flowers preferred to hear of the lowly 
and true-hearted, in whose joys or sorrows they 
ever shared, more than of those who value not 
the humble " lilies of the field," caring only for 
rare exotics, and throwing even them aside when 
their fleeting beauty is gone. 

An awkward pause therefore ensued, happily 
broken by the Ivy-leaf replying — • 

"Of my own experiences I have nothing to 
record ; but, if it please you, I will relate a story 
told by my grandsire to us his children." 

" Oh, a modem edition of * Tales of a Grand- 
father!'" exclaimed Larkspur, "with entirely 



new " 



" Leaves," interrupted Harebell, shaking with 
subdued laughter. 
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Larkspur looked indignant at the interrup- 
tion, but continued, as though he were a flowery 
advertisement — 

*^ And profusely illustrated with " 

" Engravings on wood," again interposed 
Harebell, who appeared as mad with mischief 
as March hares are popularly presumed to be. 

Some of the younger Flowers laughed softly at 
Larkspur's air of oflfended dignity ; but the older 
and wiser ones looked grave, fearing there might 
arise another storm of words, like that which 
had so seriously rufiled their leaves a few even- 
ings ago, and which had provoked a reproof 
from the Fairy. 

Fair Lily then, to prevent such a sad dispute, 
said to the Ivy-leaf, in her sweetest tones — 

"We are quite prepared to listen, if you will 

kindly tell us the story you promised." 
And the Ivy-leaf began — 

The Ivy and th:^ Silver Ash. 

A lovely Silver Ash grew, many years ago, in 
the depths of a shady wood ; and she was so 
truly beautiful that all the trees around rejoiced 
in her peerless loveliness, for she was as a queen 
amongst them — gentle, yet noble. 
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Even the blue summer sky appeared to love 
to linger above her fair head^ forming as it 
were a canopy, and then her delicate feathery 
leaves spread themselves out on the azure back- 
ground, looking thus more truly lovely than 
before. 

The soft green moss formed a rich soft carpet 
at her feet, amidst which the Violets nestled, 
looking up at her with their sweet blue eyes 
beaming with love and admiration. The Prim- 
roses, too, came there in the early spring, bring- 
ing their tribute of rare incense to the shrine of 
the Forest Beauty ; and the Bluebell and wild 
Hyacinth, they also were to be found bending 
humbly at the feet of the lovely tree. 

Ah! it was happiness indeed to be thus 
beloved; but amidst the many who owned and 
felt her magic power was one whose devotion 
was undreamt of by the Silver Ash. 

A tiny spray of Ivy had long dwelt beneath — 
just one leaf and a slender clinging tendril, no 
more. But, oh! the intense affection of that 
unheeded, ay, slighted plant! With untiring 
love it watched, when in the spring-time the 
Ash gradually unfolded her delicate green 
leaves, spreading them as though in blessing 
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over her humbler friends beneath ; and when, 
throughout the glorious summer hours, the 
birds flew hither and thither through the leafy 
branches, or perchance rested thereon, whilst 
warbling their thanks and praises, who was so 
stirred by their sweet song, who echoed those 
praises ? — only the loving Ivy ! 

When winter's icy fetters had bound the land 
with frozen chains, and the gay song-birds had 
ceased to sing, when the tender Violet, too, and 
the Primrose were gone, who so constant to 
the now leafless tree as the gentle Ivy, who 
had watched with untold regret the leaves fall 
one by one, gradually fading as the summer 
sunshine waned* 

Two lovers met under the shelter of the Silver 
Ash, when sunshine was over all, but brighter 
still in their young hearts, and there, in the 
gloaming, uttered their vows of undying love, 
plighting their troth with hands tightly clasped^ 
and lips pressed to lips ; but the rustling leaves 
softly whispered those passionate words to each 
other, until they shook with a mocking laughter, 
for they knew full well that lovers' vows, like 
summer sunshine, quickly pass away, and are 
as it were " a tale that is told " — forgotten !• 
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it may be remembered as a far distant melody 
heard in a dream* 

And when winter came, where were they who 
had breathed those tender vows ? Severed for 
ever ! with hearts as cold as though the Frost 
King had laid his hand upon them ; — ^but the 
Ivy was still unchanged ! 

A poet sat in wrapt thought beneath the 
Silver Ash, and his soul was burning with the 
heaven-bom spirit of song; his "heart thought" 
had gone forth upon the land, and he prayed 
that that might live when the Daisies should be 
blooming above him. 

Years, long years rolled on, and his song 
thrilled the hearts of his fellow-men; but the 
poet sat no more beneath the Silver Ash, 
though the Ivy still was there. 

A fair child played with the flowers which 
grew at the foot of the tree, twining herself a 
wreath to braid midst her golden curls, singing 
gaily the while ; then, wearied with play, laid 
down to sleep beneath the shadowing branches, 
crushing the sweet blossoms as she pillowed her 
head. 

She came there again, but the child was a 
child no more ; and instead of flowers crowning 
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her fair brow, thorns 'of deep anguish pierced 
her heart. No more the blue eyes closed like 
Violets kissed to sleep by gentle zephyrs, but her 
burning brow was pressed to the cool soft moss 
as she bitterly wept, mourning for the beloved 
one who had proved faithless ; — ^but the Ivy 
was faithful still ! 

Ah, little Ivy! thou hast seen many bright 
visions of loveliness fade, and Time, who lays 
his iron hand on all, seems to have passed thee 
by! 

The one leaf had increased to many ; the one 
slender tendril had gained strength, and by de- 
grees he had crept nearer, yet nearer to his only 
love — ^the Silver Ash ! 

But though the stem Destroyer had, as it 
were, forgotten the fragile Ivy, he had touched 
(with a feeling of sorrowful regret) the lovely 
tree ! 

No longer were the branches proudly spread 
above the lowly forest children, but, white and 
bare, they stretched feebly forth, as though 
pleading for tenderness and pity. 

It was then, when the once Forest Beauty was 
forgotten by those who had hitherto humbly 
bent at her feet, and she stood thus deserted in 
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helpless old age, that thfe Ivy drew closer still, 
and lovingly clasping her with protecting em- 
brace, murmured tenderly — 
" Oh, my heart's queen ! when thou wert in 




thy fresh youth and beauty I could only gaze 
upon thy peerless loveliness from afar ; but now 
thou art no longer young, it shall not be that 
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■ 
thou shalt stay thus desolate ! I will love thee ; 

I will cherish thee. Clasped in my sheltering 

arms e'en the summer's scorching sun will not 

harm thee, for his fiercer gleams will fall on 

me ; and winter snows can never chill thee, for 

thou shalt be warmed beneath my ever-verdant 

mantle; and though the fleecy snow-flakes fall, 

they will rest above us both. Ah, my beloved ! 

thou art not left alone since I am with thee 

here ! " 

And the Ivy crept higher, still higher, close to 

the heart of the stricken tree, and over the 

withered branches, the fast-failing boughs, was 

the green Ivy tenderly spread ; and one almost 

forgot that the Silver Ash was fair no longer, 

since the cherishing Ivy lent, as it were, a beauty 

even to decay. 

** One need not regret becoming old, if love so 
surrounds us when fading," sighed the Lily, as 
the Ivy ceased to speak. 

" Ah, indeed, it must be sweet to be cherished 
thus tenderly," said the Rose; "such loving 
devotion softens even the bitterness of death." 

" Do not let us be so sad, nor look back with 
regret to the past," exclaimed a Geranium ; "the 
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Silver Ash had her summer hours, and winter 
comes to us all.** 

"And even then, though the days may be 
dark, there is sunshine behind the clouds," in- 
terposed Daisy timidly. 

"You are right, dear child," the Rose ac- 
quies.ced ; " we should ever look upwards, then 
we shall see the brightness chase away the 
gloomy shadows." 

"And, besides, every age hath its sunbeams," 
remarked Southernwood (or, as he is more 
popularly known, " Old Man") ; indeed, I think 
when life with its ever-shifting scenes is draw- 
ing to a close, there is more calmness, more 
true peace than when youth with its restless 
turbulence is longing to unveil the future. We 
have almost seen the drama played out, and 
are wearied ; they dire but stepping on to the 
'world's wide stage,' and are as yet dazzled 
by the glitter and noise." 

" Yet still it is sad to pass away, to be for- 
gotten," cried Heart' s-ease ; " I should like 
kind thoughts to hover around us for ever." 

" We are not forgotten," said Rosemary con- 
solingly ; " for remembrance surrounds us when 
we are seen no more upon the earth, and 
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mortals look hopefully forward to the time of 
sunshine and of Flowers." 

** But our reign will soon be over,'* poor Ice 
Plant murmured peevishly ; " already I begin to 
feel so cold ! " 

" Yes, the Frost King hath been abroad," said 
the Bramble; "he hath breathed upon the 
trees, and now they are wearing their glorious 
autumn tints. The hedge-rows, too, are gay 
with bright hip-and-haws." 

" Yes, the Bees have finished garnering their 
honey, and the Swallows are all departed, so 
we know that the summer is gone," cried For- 
get-me-not's little cousin, the Bird's-eye. 

" We must not repine, for nature is still very 
beautiful," exclaimed Honeysuckle. " Ah ! it is 
true, every age hath beauty ; sunset is as glori- 
ous as sunrise, the eventide as lovely as the 
dewy morn." 

" But when we are gone there will only be 
the Holly to gladden the earth," interposed 
Marigold. "Oh, how desolate it must be 
then ! " 

" You forget the sweet Winter Rose," was the 
reply. 

" And yet it is very lonely when you are not 
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here, dear sisters," the Flower rejoined, "with 
only bright Holly to bear me company." 

" Why do you bloom at that time then ?" 
asked Cockscomb somewhat rudely. 

" I will tell you," she replied with gentleness. 

And this was the story she told : — 



The Story of the Winter Rose. 

The Spirit of the Snow came complaining to 
the Fairy of the Flowers. 

" Why do you bestow all your richest jewels 
on the spring and summer ?" she said reproach- 
fully ; " you load them with treasures, you 
wreathe their brows with the fairest blossoms, 
and leave me dowerless ! " 

" Do not murmur," the Fairy replied ; " have 
I not given you the Holly, with its shining 
leaves and bright scarlet berries ? " 

"Yes, but only that," was the xmgracious 
reply; "why even Autumn is more richly en- 
dowed than I, with his fruits and a few hardy 
Flowers to wear gaily on his broad breast." 

*' I should have deemed that your pure white 
mantle, so lovely, ay so beautiful, was treasure 
enough," exclaimed the Fay. 
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" It fades away so soon — even the softest tread 
of a mortal foot sullies its purity," she sadly 
said* 

" Poor child ! and so it is," was the pitying 
response ; " take comfort, I will endeavour to 
find -a gem to lay upon your heart." 

And she went to the Fairy who cherishes the 
Lily, anxious to find a Flower with which to 
endow the Spirit of the Snow. 

"Dear sister," she pleaded, " will you give me 
a Blossom for Winter ? " 

" I dare not," was the reply ; " my loved one 
would die were those icy lips pressed to her soft 
cheeks. I cannot spare a Bud." 

Then she flew to the guardian of the Snow- 
drop. 

" Can you not give me a Flower ? " she asked ; 
"yours are more hardy." 

" It is true," the Fay replied ; " but my little 
one is still sleeping, closely folded in the arms 
of her mother. Earth, I must not awaken her 
now ; the time for her to gladden the world has 
not come yet." 

"And you?" she questioned of the Violet's 
Fairy. 

" See ! " was the answer, " my darling's blue 

K 
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eyes are still closed ; she wiU open them when 
the first sunbeams come." 

" Will you not give me one tiny spray ! " she 
pleaded to the Fairy who watches the Lily of the 
Valley. 

"My loved ones wither if coldness strike their 
gentle hearts ; 'tis true they love the shade, but 
oh ! not the wintry gloom. I cannot spare you 
one," she replied. 

In vain she flew fi-om one to the other of the 
Guardian Fairies, begging for a single Flower 
to deck the Snow Spirit. They had none to 
give ; and her heart was chilled by disappoint- 
ment, her wings drooped sadly, when the Fairy 
who guards the Rose heard her bewail her non- 
success. 

" Sister," she said, in soothing tones, " I will 
spare you a floweret ; and though, perhaps, she 
may not be of such peerless beauty as the loved 
one I cherish, yet, when she smiles upon the 
earth, all hearts will welcome her with glad- 
ness, for she will awaken the sweet echoes of 
Summer. Give my fair Blossom to stem Winter; 
I will yield her up. Though fragile, she is beau- 
tiful, and, entwined with the sturdy Holly, the 
Spirit of the Snow will need no richer jewels ; 
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and when she wears the Winter Rose upon her 
snowy bosom, mortals will deem her far more 
lovely than even the gay, flower -wreathed 
Spring." 

" Thanks ! thanks ! " joyfully cried the Fairy, 
as she took the little Bud from those kindly 
hands. Then away she swiftly sped, and placing 
it amidst the soft folds of Winter's pure white 
mantle, there it ever blooms, sweetly and cheer- 
fully, when all the brighter Flowers have passed 
with the sunny hours away. 




CONCLUSION. 




fUSH! The Flowers are sleeping their 
dreamless sleep; the song-birds are 



silent, only the Robin pipes his merry- 
strain to cheer our hearts; for the Summer 
days are gone, and through the leafless trees 
the voices of the winds murmur sadly, for ever 
chanting their requiem over the waning year. 

But the song-birds will sing again when the 
bright sunshine returns, and the soft kisses of 
the Zephyrs will once more awaken the Flowers. 
Then let' us not grieve for the days that are 
past, but ever press bravely onwards along the 
narrow way, gathering as we go rich gems 
from the treasures He scatters in our path, and 
learning ever to "Look from Nature up to 
Nature's God." 
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PartBDootfaHnlMNir. ' IntteGolfarYeiiloe. 



Battle of TndUgv. 
TheMadvt-lMMiL 



Wieek off Dover. 
The Schddt— Texel Mand. 
Biitnuiee to PoftmuxiUi Harboor. 
I/okeComOb 

"OneoftlKiniMiveloaiiieof tfaeAzt-hookBianed in honoar of the seasan.**- 
DaOg TtUgrapk, 



Imperial 4to, with 9 Steel Engxsyings, handaomely boxind in 

doth gflt, price 168. 

Pictures by C. E. Leslie, E.A. With Descriptive 

Notices, and a Biographical Sketch of the Painter. By James 

Daptobhs. 

*'Atnie pictine-'bookyeloqaaitifaiid praetifCBlly pleading Ibr pictme-booki, ia 
thia aunqrtiuNia Tohime. TheenmrxngaiepRaentaairartliyaedfietuinof I^^ 
irorkB aa any admizeta of Ida zemied gadaa coidd viaii.''— lUeyrapA. 



Imperial 4to, handsomely boond in doth gilt, with 11 Sted 

Engravings, price 16s. 

Pictures by Daniel Maclise, B. A. With Descrip- 
tions, and a Biographical Sketch of fhe Painter. By Jajos 
Daffobne. 
"Mr. DaiSoni^s votmne ia a worftiy mfloaiiient^to the genxiia of Madiae.'' — 

Imperial 4to, degantly honnd in doth gilt, with 20 Sted 

Engravings, price 318. 6d. 

Leslie and Maclise. Specimens of the Works of these 

celebrated Artists. With Descriptive and Biographical Notices. 

By Jaxxs Daffobne. 

<* These two booka are prodnoed in the aame manner, and a aeries of engiavings 
from tiie worka of a decraaed maater in hia art. pabliidied in thia style, aupeanto 
be exaoUy the right way to celebrate onr leading artxata aa they paas mxm the 
atage. Thu memoira of both aztiata aze ezoeedingly well related."— .ieodemy. 

M^habinding and get-np aie most ereditable, and Mir. Daffarne's pages desoip- 
tiye of the piotores finnanflft the attnujtian of the book."— iSSfaadani. 



CATALOGUE OF FINE-ART PUBLICATIONS. j 
In QnartOi "witih 72 superb Wood Engravings, price 218. 

on the Tipper Thames* Bt h. b. Bobebtson. 

Thirty-six fdll-page Blustrations. 



Fcap. 4to, neatly bound, with 210 niustrations, price 21b. 

The Stately Homes of England. By Llewellynn 

Jbwptt, F.S.A., and S. C. Hall, F.8.A. 



Alton TowexB. 
Cobham HaU. 
Mount Edgcnmbe. 
Cklthele. 



Contents: 

Alnwick Castle. 
Haxdwick HaU. 
Arundel Castle. 
Penshnxst. 
Warwick CasUe. 



Haddon HalL 1 
Hatfield Honae. 
Cassiobazv. 
Chatsworth. 



2 Vols, imperial Syo, cloth, price 428. 

The Castles and Abbeys of England. By w. 

Beattie, M.D. Illustrated with upwards of 200 Engravings on 
Steel and Wood. New Edition. 





RECENT FINE-ART PUBLICATIONS. 

lmp,'r;ril 4to, in cloUi gilt, with 20 Steol EngraTJngs and 
50 WtiodputB, price !Jls. 

The Eritisli School of Sculpture. With a Pre- 

limiimrj- Eaany, a»d Noticss of tho Artiata. By Williak B- 

ScoTT, Author cif " Our Britiflli LandaeapQ Painttra," " Life of 

■Aibert Dure c 

& resp aa n dinmi r ro n tub hook A MnaHmne ani arKetie TolroM." 

T gm-ingfl, Hipplpmentea -^ 

.""i, w hE book ia remirkablB, «ia 

■"^ h nd tmstfforthy."— Boi*«mr. 

., h h lends this grsBt djnimto 









Saturdnn J 

Steol EngraTinga, 



rp, pn fl i,8 8a 

■^^e Vernon Gallery of Britisli Art. Edited by 

^'^ C. Hall, F.S.A. 152 EngrnvmgB on Steel, of the choiMBt 
Pictnrog by Britisli Attlata, in the Collection formed by the late 
Robert Vernon. Esq., now in tha National GaUery. 
In Two Voia. Lirgc roynl 4to, cloth cxtxa, with gilt edges, 

T>^.., price £3 Gs. 

■**^«i8h Schools of Art. A Selection of Examples 

engraved in Lino, by eminent ArtiatB. With descriptionB by H. 
■Ui-BiiAV, F.S.A. 

*j_ ^ 1° f'jlio. hftQdsomcly lioimd, price £3 3h. 

'^auery of Modem Sciaptiire. A Beriea of Steel 

^ngravuiga. With Descriplioa in Proac, and Poatioal Hlw- 
^alma, by J. Baj-pqj.se. T. K. Hervev, &o., preoodod hyw 
tt^BLonoal and Critical Eas.y on Sculpture, AncioDt and Modem. 



CATALOGUE OF FINE- ART PUBLICATIONS. 9 
In Three handsome Vols, royal 4to, price £8 8s. 

Kational Grallery of British Pictures. Edited 

by 8. C. Hat.l, P.^A. Containing about 150 First-class Line 
Engravings of the Pictures in the Yemen Collection, with a 
Selection of 53 of the best "Works of Modem Statuary. 

TThe Yeinon OaUexy was presented by Bobert Yemon, Esq., to the National 
Oallery, by deed bearing date 22nd December, 1847. The Ficturee are all of sach a 
nature as to be readily understood and aiypredated, for the most port representing 
sabjects wlxidi appeal at once to the heart as well as the mind of all oeholders. 
By special permission, the Publishers were allowed to engraTC the whole of these 
Pictures. This has been done at an enormous cost, the best engravers and printers 
having been employed to do justice to a work of so national and representative a 
eharaeter. 

In folio, cloth extra, gilt edges, price £4 4s. 
The Wilkie Gallery. A Selection of Engravings of 
the best Paintings of Sir David Wilkie, K.A., including his 
Spanish and Oriental Sketches, with Notices Biographical and 
Critical, a portrait of Wilkie, and a View of his Birthplace. 

In Two large Vols, folio, handsomely bound, price £5. 

Soyal Oems from the Oalleries of Europe* 

Engraved after Pictures of the Great Masters. With Notices, 
Biographical, Historical, and Descriptive, by S. C. Hall, Esq., 

r.s.A. 



ART GIFTBOOES AND PRIZES. 



Small 4to, extensively Illustrated, price 12s. 

Art Studies from Nature, as applied to Design. 

Per the use of Architects, Designers, and Manufacturers. 

Contents : 

I.— The Adaptability of our Native Plants to the Purposes of Ornamental Art. 

By EowABD HuLHB, F.L.S. 
XL— Seaweeds as Objects of Design. By J. S. Maceib, Esq., F.G.S., F.S.A. 
III.— llie Crystals oi Snow, as appliea to the Pm^poses of Design. By James 

Olaisheb, Esq., F.B.S. 
IV.— Symmetrical and Ornamental Forms of Organic Eemains. By Bobbkt 

Hunt, F.E.S. 

'* Not one of the x>aper8 will be read hj an intelligent mannfactnrer or designer 
la almost any branch of ornamental business without affording soggestions whidh 
will possess a money value in the market. The illustrations are numerous and 
ezG^ent."— /fftamiarc;. 

"A more apt or suggestive gift for the young artist or art-tradesman could not 
be desired." — Daily Tdegraph, 



€0 VIRTUE AND COMPANY'S 

Small 4to, with 259 Wood Engraviziga, elegantly bound, price 12s. 

Art Papers, or Bambles of an ArchsBologist. 

By F. W. Faihholt, F.S.A. 

Oontenti :—l. Among Old Books and in Old Places : 2. Grotesque Designa ; 
~S. Abont Ffnger-zings ; 4. Ancient Brooches and Dress X^astenings ; Albert Diiier 
and his Worla. 

«Mr. Eairholt's knowledge and reading were ertensive, his pencil fiuole and 
.aoouratei and he possessed The pen of a ready writer. Hie vohime is a pleasant 
memorial of that ddlftil artist and intelligent arohsBologist."— ^o(m and Queries* 

Small 4tOy with 133 Woodcut IlluBtiationB, elegantly bound, 

price 128. 

Art Bambles Abroad, or Homes and Haunts of 

Foreign Artists. By Fbederick William Fairholt, F.S.A. 

Contente :—l. Hannts of Bubens and Vandyke; 2. Bambles in Bdgiimi; 3. 
Hembrandt's Stndio : 4. The Gonntiy of Guyp ; 6. The Home of Paul Potter; 6. 
'The Dutch Oenie-Pamters : 7. Dutch Landscape and Xlower-Painters ; 8. Ttfichaftl 
Angelo's Home ; 9. RaffH^lle in Borne. 

** Barely are to be found combined in one individual the qualifications of the 
iiterary man, the artist, and the ardiesolo^ist; but in the late Mr. Eairholt these 
three accomplishments showed themselves m a remarkable manner." — Beeord. 

"The bioffraphical notices are genial, Uvely, and symi^thetic; the critical 

remarks on weir works are sound in judgment. The portraits of these mezi, their 

dwelling-houses, the relics of their personal chatteb, their monuments in the 

•churches or public places, and some charaoteiistic bits of their designs are repre- 

-sented l^ views and engravings.*'— -J!7ai2^ Netoe* 

Small 4to, witli numerous Engravings on Wood, price 128. 

Art Bambles at Home ; or Homes, Works, and 

Shrines of English Artists. By Frederick Williasi Faibholt, 
F.S.A. 

Contents .*— 1. Sir Joshua Beynolds, P.B.A. ; 2. William Hogarth ; 8. T. Gains- 
borough, B.A. ; 4. B. Cosway, K.A. ; 5. George Morland ; 6. B. Wilson, B.A. ; 7. J. 
M. W. Turner, B.A. ; 8. W. Collins, B.A. ; 9. W. Etty. B.A. ; 10. William Blake ; 
11. J. Flazman^BA. ; 12. J. Nollekens, B.A.; 13. B. J. Wyatt ; U. G.Yertoe, 
F.S.A. ; 16. W. Wodlett ; 16. T. Bewick. 

*' It tells more about these men, their ways and works, than a more ^hotate 
book could do; and the beautiM illustrations complete the charm."— Z>at{f 
Tel^raph. 

Small 4to, with 135 Engravings on Wood, price 158. 

Scenes and Characters of the Middle Ages. 

By the Bev. Edward L. Cutts, late Hon. Sec. of the Essex 
ArchsBological Society. 

OontentB ;— The Monks of the Middle Ages ; The Hermits and Beduaes of the 
Middle Ages : The Pilgrims of the Middle Ages ; The Secular GleiOT' of the Middle 
J^s ; The Minstrels of the Middle Ages ; The knights of the MMdle Ages ; The 
Merchants of the Middle Ages. 

" A series of valuable papers. ... A ludd tert, terse and ftill of matter, excel- 
lently assists the illustrations, which of themselves would be a welcome boon to 
the antiquarian."— 2?(n2^ Telegraph. 

" The iHusfarations alone, taken as they are firom some old rare manuaeripts and 
•other trustworthy sources, would make this vdlume extremely valuable."— iV>«<- 
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In Grown Quarto, with 60 Dlnstrations, price lOs. Cd. 

Picture and Incident from Bible Story. "^^ 

Scenes are described by fhe nndermentioned disonguished 
"Writers: — 



Ber. Bamukl Cox. 

Ber. GofiDov Calthbop, H.A. 

Ber. J. Allaxsoit Fictov, MA. 

Bev. ChBosr Baiiaachx. 

Bev. J. Thais DAViDsoir, M.A. 

Bey. O. J. Proctob. 

Ber. H. B. Hawxis, ILA. 



Bev. liUKS H. WnsMAV, M.A. 
Very Bev. A. P. SrAin^BT, D J). 

Dkur or Wsstmivbtsb. 
Bev. J. CuLBOBS, D.D. 
Bev. T. W. Fowuh MJL 
Bev. Hbhbt Aujosb, D.D. 
Bev. Thomab Bunrsr, TJ.i.T). 



In 8yo, with 16 lUastrations, price 68. 

Boons and Blessings; or, the Advantages of 

Temperance. A Series^ of Stories. By Mrs. 8. C. Hall. The 
Designs are by — 



R M. Wabo, B JL 
W. J. Allkv. 
Fbxd. Goodali, BA. 
a. j. woolhxb. 

p. B. MoiBBIB. 



I Mn. E. M. Wabo. 
; H. B. BoBXBiBOB. 
F. D. Habdt. 

ObOBOB GBDIKSHAinC 
1 £. BhBBABP KXBlfBOT. 



AT.yBBI> EuiOBB,BA. 

Ebskibb Niooii, A.B.A. 

O. H. BOUOHTOV. 

B. Thobbubv, A.BJL 
N. Chxvalixs. 



In SvOy with 25 Illnstrations, price 3s. 

Afi Old Story. A Temperance Tale in Yerse. By S. G. 
Hall, F.S.A., &c., Barrister-at-Law, Editor of the Art JoomaL 

"Whom xerist : stead&at in tbe fidth."— iSlt. iVfer. 

" For it most needs be tiiat QflBsnoes oome ; bat woe to that man by whom the 
cffemce oometh.*— £%. Matihem* 



Post SvOy with Hlnstrations, prioe^in doth, 2s.; 

or Large Edition, 5s. 

The Trial of Sir Jasper. A Temperance Tale in 
Yerse. By S. C. Hall, F.BJL, &c.. Author of '*An Old 
Story," &c, &c. 



Kew Edition. In 1 YoL 8yo, handsomely bound, price 10s. 6d« 

The Book of Ballads, Ancient and Modem* 

Containing Translations of Foreign Ballads. With many 
Hlnstrations. 



One YoL large 4to, doth lettered, with 178 Hlastrations, price 58. 

Pictorial Oe<^;raphy for Tonng Beginners. 

By John B. Lanolbb, B.A., F.B.G.8., Lectorer on Geography 
in the Training College, Westminster. 



12 VIRTUE AND COMPANY'S 

In 1 YoL Svo, half-bomidy 

Chess: Theory and Practice. Contaming the 

Laws and History of the Grame, together with an Analysis of the 
Openings, and a Treatise on End Ghunes, by Howabo Staukton 
and BoBB&T B. Wobmald. 

In demy 8vo, doth gilt, price 98. 

The Ancient Stone Crosses of England. By 

Alfbeo Rimmer. With 72 Illustrations. 



THE CROWN LIBRARY, 



An entirely New Series of Original Works of a Standard Character, 
suitable for Presents. Each Volume contains between 300 and 
400 pages, crown 8yo, is Illustrated, handsomely printed, and 
neatly bound in cloth gilt. 

The Price of each Volume ia Five Shillings, 

King's Beeches: Stories of Old Chums. By 

Stephen J. Mackeitna, Author of "Off Parade," ** Plucky 

Fellows," &c., &c. 

am<en<« .'—Bed Weskit's Biystifloation; A Bold Stroke fac the Mastery; The 
Tng of War ; A Happy Eamilv ; Temptation ; A Birthday Memory ; A Snake in 
the Graas ; A Fish out of Water ; A Fi«nch Importation ; " Billy the Boaster : " 
A Record of Glamoorj "Soft Sawder;" Horaoe Salter's Adventure ; An Awrol 
Crisis ; A Troublous Tmie at the Beeches. 

** The stories are well told, and are redolent of schoolboy life."— ^rftisft QuarUrl'j 
Review, 

** Another book for bovs, and a venr good one; the stories seem healthy, natnnl, 
and spirited, and quite free firam cant or priggishness."— G'rapAie. 

Pioneers of the Christian Faith. By A. Gbuar 

Forbes. 

CSMtento .•— The Beginning of the Gospel in many lands; Eminent Christian 
Teachers of the earlier stages ; Early Christianity in Britain ; Introductian of 
Christianity into America ; The Gospel in Ancient Gaul and subsequent iSranoe ; 
mtroduction of the Gospel into Germany ; The Beformation; Other Churches in 
other lands; Modem Missions. 

Six by Two : Stories of Old Schoolfellows. By 

Edith Dixon and Mabt db Morgan. 

T ^"**?J* '—The French Girl at our School ; A Ramble on the Ehine ; Lilian and 

i«ncy ; How Nelly went to School ; A Midnight Adventure ; The Fault of the Boees. 

' A bundle of fresh and pleasant reminiscences of schoolgirl days. . ^ , We can 

recommend them for holiday reading. Their illustrations are excellent."— Timts. 

- J*-^*^% ^^ ''^ ^o* *^e les» like these pleasantly-written stories because they 
ai© about foreign school-life."— fiirticrdoyifoview. . 
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Told by the WaTes: Stories in Hatnre. By 

Hklev Zumsbs, Antlior of *^ Sicsies in Fredoni StoneB.** 




rhfols lunily of 
"A TofanM cf 



Famous Books. Sketches in the Highways and Byways 
of Knglifih litentme. By W. Batshpobt Adami. 



TlieKnt 



StBde'sOTitkr. 



'•- 



_ - - %g — 



Lnnb's 



The Empires and Cities of Asia. By A. Gbuar 

FOKBES. 



Comt€mi$ :—T i 




"Ihetopogiariiy, 



Aliee de Bni^li : a Home Story for Girls. By 

Lizzn JoTCB ToiojarBox. 



A yZW PRESENT FOR THE TOUNO FOLKS. 
Small 4tOy doth extra, with nomerons Blnstxataoiifl, price Iw. 

The Smiday Pleasure-Book. Containing Gospel 

and other Stoiiet told to Childrcii. 
With 2o0 BhutzaiioiUy handsomely bonnd in doth gilt^ price 6b. 

The Children's Fleasnre-Book : a Treasury of 

Original Storiea, Biogiaphiety Poems, Sunday Beadinga, Ac By 
W. H. 6. KnroaTOH, Jsakix Hsbhto, W. Bciuiett, the Author 
of '* Poems written for a Child/' the Author of ** Biaye Liaette,* 
A. G. FoBBis, Hsuar ZuotEax, and other PqpnUr Aathora of 
Children's Books. 
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VIRTUE AND COMPANY'S 



Demy 4to, with 24 Steel Plates, and 14 yalnable Flans, price 428« 

The Ancient Church of Scotland (Scoti-Honas- 

tioou), before the Union of the two Crowns. A History of all 
the Cathedral, Conventual, and Collegiate Churches and Hos- 
pitals of Scotland, With a copious Index and Table of Contents 
and List of Authorities. By Mackxnzis £. C. Walcott, B.D., 
F.S.A.a Precentor and Prebendary of Chichester, 

Coimann: 
L— An Historical Introdnctioii to fhe Union of the two Crowns. 
n.— Thb Cathxdral Chtjbchss, with a Catalogue of Bishx^w, eapUukarf/atU, and 
paroehiaUf and Dedications of the sevexal Churches, 

m.— Thk Cohtbxtual FouvDATZOKS, with lists of the Superiora. 

IV.— Thb Collxoiats Chubohxs, 

« 

y.^HoSPITALB, 



Fcap. 4to, cloth extra, with 20 Engrayings on Steel, price 9s. 

Picturesque Scenery in Ireland. Drawn by 

T. CsESWiCK, B.A. Accompanied by Bescriptiye Jottings, by a 
Tourist« 



Thk EKOBATnros nrCLimB : 



Ldghthonse at Howth, Dublin. 

Town of Enniskerry, Wicklow. 

Powersoourt Water&U, Wicklow. 

Lnggelaw, or Lough Tay, Wide- 
low. 

Glendalongrh— Buins of the Seven 
Churches. 

Bantry Bay, Cork. 

lismore Castle, Waterford. 

Tore Mountain, from Dinis Island, 
Killamey. 

Lower Lalce, Killamey. 



The Gap of Dunloe, Killamey. 
Comme Dhuv, "The Black valley.'' 
Falls of Doonas, Bainds of the Bhan- 

non, Castle-Connel. 
Killaloe, on the Shannon. 
The Lower Lough Erne, Fermanagh. 
Ballyshannon, Donegal. 
Donegal Castle. 
Dunluce Castle, Antrim. 
Promontory of Fair Head, Antrim. 
Castle of Carrickfei^ius, Antrim. 
City of Armagh. 



In demy 4to, with 160 Steel Engravings, price 45s. ; 
or in Two Vols, price 60s. 

The Pictorial Table-Book. Containing a Selection 
of Picturesque Scenery, Views of Historical and Komantio Buins, 
Portraits of Eminent Persons, &c., &c. With Descriptions by 
Jambs Daffobne, Esq, 



In Two Vols, imperial 4to, profusely illustrated, price 35s. 

Our Sunday Book: A Treasury of Holy 

Thoughts and Headings in Prose and Verse^ Carefully selected 
for Family Reading on the Sabbath Day. 



CATALOGUE OF FINE-ART PUBLICATIONS. 15 
Quarto, interleaved 'witli blotting pai)6r, price 2b. 

Showell'8 Housekeeper's Account-Book for 

1876. Exhibiting every Description of Expense likely to occur 
in. a Family. With Tables, showing at One View the Amount- 
expended Weekly, Quarterly, and during the Whole Year in 
eyeiy Department, and the Total Amount of Gash received and 
expended in One Year. Also— 1. Selected Bedpes. 2. Articles 
in Season. 3. A Word to Housekeepers. 4. Oardening. 

Demy 8vo, with Portrait, price 5s. 

Erith: its Natural, Civil, and Ecclesiastical 

History. By Chables John Smith, M.A., Christchurch, Oxford,, 
late Archdeacon of Jamaica, Vicar of Erith. 

Crown 8vo, 320 pages, price 5s. 

The Election Manual : a Concise Digest of the 

Law of Parliamentary Elections. By L. P. Brickwood, M.A.,. 

and Hebbekt Cbopt, M.A., of the Inner Temple, Barrigter8>at- 

Law. 

This Book supplies a complete Digest of the Laws relating to Elec- 
tions to date of publication, and records the results of all important 
cases up to the judgment in the Taunton Election Petition. With a 
full Index. 
*«* Mr. Jofltioe Grove craoted from aa early proof of this work in his jndgment in 

the Taunton Election Petition (Jan. %) in which the Attomey-Genieral was 

xeflpondent. 

*'Miiat be admitted to fill an important gap, and win, no doubt, be extenaiTely 
used, both by defeated eandidfttea and by electicm judges.**— ulA^iuBtan. 



BT SAMUEL FLIMSOLL, M.F. 

■ 

Demy 4to, with 68 Diagrams and other Illustrations printed in 

Photography, price 14s. 

Our Seamen : an Appeal. 

Cheap Edition, price 2s. 6d. 

A POPULAR EDITION OF THE ABOVE, with Frontispiece 
showing the Wreck Chart for 1871. 

ALSO A CHEAP EDITION, for distribution, in Paper 
Wrapper, price 6d, 

An Appeal on Behalf of our Seamen. From the 

larger Work entitled '* Our Seamen." To which is added a 
Speech deliyered in the House of Commons, March 4, 1873, by 
Mr. PlimsoU. Also a Notice of a Speech deliyered at LeedB, 
Monday, March 16. Price 4d. 



i6 VIRTUE AND COMPANY* S 



A Bill to Provide for the Survey of Certain 

Shipping, and to prevent Overloading. Prepared and brought 
into the House of Commons by Mr. Flimsoll, Mr. Horsman, and 
others. Price 4d. 



An Analytical Index of the Preliminary Re- 
port of the Boyal Commission on Unseaworthy Ships. Compiled 
by JsLiNOEii E. Stmoks, Lieutenant, Boyal Navy. Price 2s. 6d. 

"There ue lerend ships that ero to sea every year in eiidi a eonditjcm as to be 
dangerous to the lives of the people on board."— PrdtMtJiarjr Bepori of Bo^ 
OowaAiaion on Unteaworihg Ship*, p. 282. 



N£JF NOr£L BY JEANIE SERING. 
Three Vols, crown 8vo. 

Through the Mist. By Jeamie Hebikg, Author of 
« Truth will Out," « Garry," « Golden Days," &c., &c. 



NEW NOVEL BY J. E. MUBDOCK. 
1 YoL crown 8vo, cloth lettered, price lOs. 6d. 
ess Angel. By J. E. Muddogk. 

** The story of ' A Wingless Angel ' is wild and wonderfiil, and though the 
flikein seems to get entangled now and again, all comes right in tlie end. .... 
Hany a reputation for sensational writing has been built on less solid foundation 
than * A Wingless Ang^' "—Fuu, 



The Fine-Art Annual for 1872, containing Three 

steel Plates after Pictures by J. B. Greuze, J. B. Pyne, and T. 
Webster; 36 Engravings on Wood; and a Selection of Stories, 
Poems, Essays, and Sketches. Price 2s. 



The Fine-Art Annual for 1873, containing Two 

steel Plates, after Pictures by J. G. Middleton and J. Hay ; and 
Wood Engraylngs from drawings by Marcus Stone, YaJentine 
W. Bromley, Gnstave Dor6, W. J. Wiegand, and J. Bertrand. 
Price 2s. 
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The Art Journal t a Monthly Record of the Fine Arts, 
the Industrial Arts, and the Arts of Design and Manufacture. 
With numerous Engrayings on Steel and Wood. Monthly Parts, 
2s. 6d. ; Yearly Volumes, handsomely bound, £1 lis. 6d. ; ditto, 
handsomely gilt, gilt edges, £1 15s. 

Each Number of the Abt Joubnal is illustrated with Three Steel 
Plates, and a variety of engrayings on wood, and includes 32 pages of 
letterpress. 

AET JOTJRKAL : The Series from 1849 to 1854, containing The 
VsBNON Gallbby. 6 vols. 31s. 6d. each ; handsomely gilt, S^s. 
each. 

ART JOURNAL : The Series from 1855 to 1861, contaming The 
Royal Galleby. 7 vols. 31s. 6d. each ; handsomely gilt, 35s. 
each. 

ART JOURNAL: The Series from 1862 to 1865, containing The 
Tubneb Galleby. 4 vols. 31s. 6d. each ; handsomely gilt, 35s. 
each. 

ART JOURNAL: The Seriesfrom 1862 to 1872, containing Selected 
Pictubes. 10 vols. 31s. 6d. each ; handsomely gilt, 35s. each. 



Royal 4to, cloth, gilt edges. ' 

Art Journal Illustrated Catalogues. 

THE GREAT m)USTRL^ EXHIBITION OF 1851. Con- 
taining npwards of 1,400 Engravings on Wood, and Frontis- 
piece on Steel. Price 21s. With additional Plates of Sculp- 
ture, 258. 

THE EXHIBITION OF ART-INDUSTRY IN DUBLIN, 
1853. 10s. 6d. 

THE EXHIBITION OF ART-INDUSTRY IN PARIS, 
1855. 10s. 6d. 

THE INTERNATIONAL EXHIBITION OF 1862. Illus- 
trated with nearly 1,500 Engravings on Wood, and 12 on 
SteeL 21s. 

THE PARIS UNIVERSAL EXHIBITION OF 1867. 2l8. 



TH£ FOLLOmHQ SEBIE8 OF 

POPULAR WORKS, SUITABLE FOR 
PRESENTS AND SCHOOL PRIZES, 

ISaj now be had in Ciown 8to, hakd^ohilt bound. 

Price 3i. 6d. eaob. 



AdT6ntur6a in the Ice. A ComprebenBive Sommaiy 

of Arctic Exploration, Discovery, and Adventure, including 
ExpertODces of Captain Pennj', Uie Veteran, Wlaler, now Jtnt 
publithtd. Bj John Tillotson. With 4 Portrait! and 14 other 
lUiutiatioiu. 

Aunt AgneB ;. or, tlie Why and the Wherefore 

of Life. An Autobiography. By a Clergyman's Daughlor. With 



Busy Hires Around TTs (The). A Variety of Trips 

and Yisiia to the Mine, the Workghop, and. the Factory. With 
Popular Notes on Materials, ProceBeun, and Mochinea. WiUi 7 
Illustntions, by William Harvey and olheis, printed . on Toned 

TamouB London Merchants. Witli Life-PorixaitB of 

George Peabody; Sir Eichard Whittington; Sir ITiomaa 
Gresham; Sir Hngli. Uyddolton ; Sir Josiah Child; Faterson, 
Founder of the Ba,ak of England; Coutta, the Banker; and 
17 others. By H. E. Fox Bouemb. 

Holiday Adventures ; or, the Strettons' Sum- 

merinKormandy. By Mrs. jAUse Gambiir. With 6 lUuatraliona 
by Charles Allamont Boyle, printed on Toned Paper. 
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of GrOOd Society (The). A Handbook of 

Etiquette for Ladies and (rentlemen. With Thoughts, Hints, 

and Anecdotes concerning Social Observances, Nice Points of 

. . Taste and Good Manners, and the Art of malring One*s-self 

agreeable. The whole interspersed with humorous Illustratioiui 

of Social Predicaments, Remarks on the Histoiy and Changes of 

Pashion, and the Differences of English and Continental Etiquette. 

' (Frontispieoe.) 

The preBB has pronomiced this acomate, racy, and elegant vdnme a most oomplete 
«nd trustworthy book npon Social Etiquette. 

Men who have Bisen. A Book for Boys. With 

Eight Illustrations by Charles A. Doyle, printed, on Toned Paper. 

Ihchiding the graphic stories of the rise of the Peel Family, and the struggles of 
«uch men as Hugh Miller, Wilson the omithologiBt, Smeaton the engineer, and 
Boberfc Stephenson* 

• • • . _ • 

Pioneers of Civilisation. By the Author of " lives 

of Eminent Men," &c. With Portraits of Dr. Livingstone, 
Captain Clapperton, William Penn, Captain Cook, Lord Bobert 
dive, Captain Flinders, Hev. Henry Martyn ; and 10 other Page 
Illustrations. 

Sandford and Merton. By Thomas Day, With 
niustrations. 

r 

jSea and her Famous Sailors (The). By Frank b. 

GooDaiCH. With 8 Illustrations, printed on Toned Paper. 

Small Beginnings; or, the Way to Oet On. 

With 8 Illustrations, printed on Toned Paper. 

Steady Aim (The). A Book of Examples and 

Encouragements. From Modem Biography. By W. H. Davbn- 
• PORT Adams, Author of "Famous Eegiments of the British 
Army," &c. With 8 Illustrations by C. A« Doyle, printed on 
Toned Paper. 

Stories from English History during the Middle 

Ages. By Mabia Hack. Bevised by David 'Murray Smith, 
Author of f* Tales of Chivalry and Eomwice," ^ With 
Illustrations. 
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The Vicar of Wakefield. By Omver Goij>smith. 

With 12 FuU-page IlliiBtrations, printed on Toned Paper. 

Women of Wortli. A Book for Girls. With 

8 UluBtrations by William Dickes, printed on Toned Paper. 

The ** Wofmen of Worth" Mlected indnde Charlotte BnmtS, Elizabeth Fry, Ladr 
Bonell, Lady HntofainaoD, the I^dy Jane Grey> the EmpreaB Mazia Theresa, ana 
Caroline HeracheL 



Uniform with the Above, prepared for Sunday Beading and 
Sunday School Prizes, price 8«. 6rf. each. 

A Life's Motto. By the Rev. T. Pelham Dale, M.A. 
Ulnstrated by Biographical Examples. With a Frontispiece by 
J. i>, Watson. 

OontentB :—Bi, Anffostine— 8t. Bernard— John Wedey— John Newton— Clhaiies 
Simeon— Henry Kir£e White— Henry Martyn— IVredezidc Mackenzie. 



Burnet's History of the Beformation. Abridged 

by the Author for the Use of Students. 

Burnet's History of his Own Times. Abridged by 

the Author for the Use of Students. 

Curiosities of the Pulpit and Pulpit Literature. 

Memorabilia, Anecdotes, &c., of Celebrated Preachers, from the 
Fourth Century of the Christian Era to the Plresent Time. By 
Thomas Jackson, M.A., Prebendary of St. Paul's Cathedral, and 
Beotor of Stoke Kewington, London. 

Foxe's Book of Martyrs. Being a History of Christian 
Martyrdom from the Earliest Times. Carefully revised by the 
Bey. M. Cbombix, MiA. 

Life of our Blessed Lord and Saviour Jesus 

Christ. By the Bev. John Fleetwood, D.D. New Edition. 
With 8 FuU-page Illustrations. 
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Pilgrim's Progress (The). By John Bunyan. With 

12 Illustrations by C. A. Doyle, printed on Toned Paper. 

Watchers for the Dawn, and other Studies of 

Christian Character. By Mrs. W. E. Lloyd. With 8 Ulustrations 
by James Godwin, printed on Toned Paper. 



Blegantly printed, with Woodcut Headpieces and Vignettes by Kenny 

Meadows and others. 

In square super-royal 16mo, handsome binding, price 2s. 6d. 

Byron's Songs. Now first collected in a Separate 
Volume. Illustrated with a Steel Engraving of Chalon's 
" Maid of Athens." 



« 



'A very- prottyvolmne, produced with ctharmingr taste, the head and tailpifices 
by Harvey, Kenny Meadows, and other artists. A prettier little book, or one more 
fitted for a present, we have not seen for some tiniie."— PkiMwAer «* dreviar. 



Uniform with the above, price 2s. 6d. 

Shakspere's Songs. The Songs of Shakspere 

selected from his Poems and Plays. The first Complete Collection 
in a Single Volume. Illustrated with a Steel Engraving of the 
Chandos Portrait. 

** This is the most ezqmBitely-illustrated edition of the Shakspeiiaa songs we 
have seen.*'~iSi(afM{ar<2. 



Sports. 

THE CRICKET CALENDAR. By C. W. AicocK, Is. 
THE FOOTBALL ANNUAL. By C. W. AicocK. le. 
THE ROWING ALMANACK. By Abgonaxjt. Is, 

« 

Fcap. 8yo, doth, Sixth Edition, revised, price 3s. 6d. 

The Cricket-Field. By the Rev. James Pycboft, B.A., 
Trinity College, Oxford. With a Portrait of W. G.^Graoe, Esq. 

NEW EDITION. Edited by C. W. Alcock. 
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ILLUSTRATED WORKS OF HOME AND 

FOREIGN SCENERY. 



Two YoIb. demy 4to, cloth gilt, price 40s. 

Coast Scenery and Watering-Flaces of Oreat 

Britain, A Series of 125 Steel EngraTiDgs, from Drawings 
\Y Harding, Creswick, Cooke, Bartlett^ &c. Edited by W. 

BSATTIS, M.D. 

Two Vols, demy 4to, cloth gilt, price 408. 

Scotland. By W. Beattie, M.D. Illiisirated in a Series 
of 120 Steel Engrayings after Drawings by Allom, Bartlett, and 
M*Culloch. 

Two Yols. demy 4to, cloth gilt, price 358. 

Ireland^ its Scenery and Antiqnities. 120 steel 

Engrayings by W. H. Bartlett. With Descriptive Text by J. 
Stirlino Cotnb, N. P. "Willis, &c. 

Demy 4to, doth gilt, price 25s, 

Palestine (The Christian in); or. Scenes of 

Sacred History, Historical and Descriptive. By Henbit Stebbing, 
D.D., E.H.S. 80 Steel Engravings, from Drawings taken on the 
Spot, by W, H, Bartlett. 

Two Vols, demy 4to, cloth gilt, 25s. price each. 

The Bosphorus and the Danube. ''The Bosphoros;' 

by Miss Pakdoe, "The Danube " by W. Beattie, M.D. Illus- 
trated with 168 Steel Engravings, from Drawings by W* H. 
Bartlett, 

Two Vols, demy 4to, cloth gilt, price 40b. 

JPiedmont and Italy, from the Alps to the 

Tiber, With 138 Steel Eugravings, after Designs by Harding, 
Fyne, Bartlett, Brockedon, &c. With Descriptions by Di71>lbt 

COSTELLO. 
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Two Yola. dony 4to, doth gilt» price 40b. 

Switaierlaildi illustrated in 108 Steel Engnmngs, after 
DAwings liy W. H. Bazilett With Descriptioiis by W. 
Bkaxtie, ILD. 

Two Yola. demy 4to, doth gOt, price Sos. 

American Land, Lake, and RiTer Scenery. 

120 steel Engraringa, after Sketches by W. H. BaitletL With 
Deecriptioiis by K. P. Wilus, Author of '^ Pencilliags by the 
W»y." 

Two YoIb. demy 4to, doth gilt^ price 50b. 

Caledonia Illnstrated. 170 Steel EngiaTings, from 
Drawings by W. H. BaiHett, T. Allom, &c With Bescriptions 
by William Bbatteb, M Jj, 

Two Yols. demy 4tOy doth gilt, price 35s. 

Canadian Scenery. HB steel Engravings, after 
Drawings by W. H. Baiflett Y^ith Descriptions by K. P. 
Wiujs, Author of <* PendUings by the Way." 



GENERAL LIST OF STANDARD AND 

OTHER WORKS. 



nioatiated with Maps and numerous Engravings, 4to, cloth, price 328. 

Barclay's (Rct. James) Complete and UniTOsal 

English Dictionary. Conformed to the present state of. Sdence 
and Statistics. By B. B. Woodward, B.A. A Series of Supple- 
mental Maps is also published. Is. each Part. 

Two Yols. royal 4to, with 45 Sted Engrarings, price 488. 

Barnes's (Bcy. Albert) Notes Explanatory and 

Practical on the New Testament. CSarefully Edited, with 
Original Headings and ImproYed Readings, by Ihobam Gobbik, 
M.A., and E. Hsndkbson, D.D., and in Introduction by the 
Bey, H. Stebbino, D.D, 
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Boyal 4to, with Steel Flatee, doUi, price 428. 

Bible (The Holy), Self-Interpreting. By the 

Bey. John Bbown. 

Two Vols. 4to, doth, price 558. ' 

Bible (The Holy). With Matthew Henry's 

Commentary. Edited and Abridged by the Bev. E. Bloomfisld. 
IUu8trated with Steel Plates. 

Fcap. 4to, handsome binding, price 58. 

Birthdays. Quotations in Prose and Yerse. Selected 
and Arranged by A Lady. 

Sto, plates, doth, price 208. 

Brown's (T.) Manual of Modem Farriery; 

together with Instmctions in Hunting, Fishing, and Field Sports. 
Two Vols. 4to, numerous Coloured Plates, price 52s. 6d. 

Buffon's Natural History of Animals^ Vege- 
tables, and Minerals; induding a General History of Man. 
Translated by W. Skellie, F.B.S.E. ; with Additions by H. A. 
Chambbbs, LL.P. 

Demy 4to, cloth, price 35s. 

Bnnyan's Pilgrim's Progress. Pictorial Edition. 

Illustrated by 31 Engravings on Steel, and upwards of 150 on 
Wood. This edition indudes the "Holy War" and "life of 
Bunyan." 

Boyal Svo, cloth extra, and gilt edges, price 18s. 

Bnnyan's Pilgrim's Progress. Pictorial Edition. 

Illustrated by 31 Engravings on Steel, and upwards of 150 on 
Wood.. This edition indudes the "Holy Wax" and "life of 
Bunyan." 
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Boyal 8yo, doth, price 128. 

Bunyan's Holy War. Pictorial Edition. With 
numerous Illiistrations. 

Four Vols, imperial 8vOy price 528. 

Bunyan's Entire Works. Edited, with Original 

Introductions, Kotes, and Memoir, by the Bev. H. Stebbing. 
With Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 

Royal 8vo, doth, gilt edges, price ISs. ; or with Supplement, con- 
taining 27 additional Plates, price 248. 

Bnms's (Robert) Complete Works, Poems, 

Songs, and Letters. With Notes and Life, by Allan Cukkino- 
HAM, and a copious Glossary. Illustrated by 33 Engravings from 
designs by Bartlett, Allom, and others, and Portrait. 

Imperial 8yo, with 53 Steel Engra\nngs, price 28s. 

Byron. The Complete Poetical Works of Lord 

Byron. Illnstrated Edition. With Notes and a Memoir of the 
Author. 

Two Vols, imperial 8vo, bound in doth, price 45s. 

Copland's (Samuel) Agriculture^ Ancient and 

Modem : its History, Prindples, and Practice. Illustrated with 
Engravings on Steel and Wood. 

Imperial 4to, cloth, price 38s. 

Coimty Atlas of Great Britain and Ireland. 

A Series of 68 Coloured Maps, corrected to the present time. 
With full and concise Letterpress and detailed Index. 

4to, with a profusion of Coloured Plates, doth, price 218. 

Culpepper's (Nicholas, M.D.) Complete Herbal 

and English Physician. With Bules for Compounding Medi- 
cines, according to the true System of Nature ; forming a Com- 
plete Family Dispensary. 
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4to, cloth, with gilt edges, price 308. 

Fleetwood's (Rev. X, D.D.) Life of Christ. 

With an Essay by the Rev. H. STEBonro. To which are added 
Bishop Hall's Meditatioa on the Love of Christ, and Bishop 
Jeremy Taylor's Golden Grove and Worthy Communicant 
With 58 Steel Engravings, 

In One handsome royal 4to Yolmne, cloth, price 28s, ' 

rietcher's (Bev. Alex., D.D.) Guide to Family 

Devotion. Containing a Hymn, a Portion of Scripture, with 
appropriate Devotional Beflections, a Prayer for every Morning 
and Evening throughout the entire Tear, and a Variety of 
Prayers connected with Affliction and other events of Providence. 
Witiii an Original Memoir of the Author, by John Eadie, D.D. 
Embellished with 25 Illustrations on Steel, and a Portrait. 

%* The work may also be had in oalf and moroooo bindings. 



Two Vols, 16mo, cloth gilt, price ISs. 

Fletcher's Scripture History, for the Improve' 

ment of Youth. With 241 Engravings on Steel. 

With 5 Engravings and Maps, two Vols, super-royal 8vo, doth, 

price 36s. 

Oibbon's (Edward) History of the Decline and 

Fall of the Roman Empire. With Memoir, and Additional Notea 
from the French of M. Gvizot, 

Three Vols, royal 8vo, cloth extra, price 63s. 

Hall's (S. C. and Mrs.) Ireland: its Scenery, 

Character, &c. 48 Steel Plates and 600 Woodcuts, 

library Edition, fis. ; Cheap Edition, price Is. 

^^1* .^®' ^^ Trial of Sir Jasper, A Temperance 
rale in Verse. With Illustrations by TVenty-three of our 6hief 
living Artists. 
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8vo, with 10 Engravings on Steel, doth, price 15s. 

Hemans's (Mrs.) Young Woman's Companion ;: 

or. Female Instructor. A Summary of Useful Knowledge, calcu- 
lated to form the Intellectual, the Moral, and the Domestic- 
Character. Interspersed with Interesting Tales, Biographies of 
Illustrious Women, Hints on Education, Domestic Management, 
Beceipts, &c, 

Four Vols, imperial 8vo, cloth gilt, price 84s. 

Hume and Smollett's History of Englandt^ 

With a Continuation to the year 1872, oy Dr. E. H. Nolan. 
108 Plates and Maps engraved on Steel* 



In Post 4to, with revised Map, and 6 Steel Engravings, price 5s. 

Isle of Wight, ^lid only complete Boad-Book of the- 
Isle of Wight. " Virtue's General Guide to the Isle of Wight,*' 
containing a Circuit Itinerary, and the Circumnavigation, to- 
gether with the History and Topography of the Isle of Wight, 

Boyal 8vo, doth gilt, price 25b, 

Josephus's (Flavins) Works, With Essay by Bev^ 
H. Stebbimo. 80 Woodcuts and 46 Steel Engravings. 

Josephns's (Flavins) Works, Two Vols* post 8vo.. 

12s. 
4to, with numerous Plates of Horses and Dogs, cloth, price 25s. 

Lawrence's (Bichard, V.S.) Complete Farrier 

and British Sportsman. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, price 7s. 6d. 

Lockhart's (C. S, M.) Scott and Abbotsford*. 

The Centenary Memorial of Sir Walter Scott, Bart. 

Two Vols, royal Svo, Illustrated with Steel Engravings and Coloured^ 

Maps, priee 45s. 

Mackay's (Dr. Charles) History of the United 

states of America. 
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8yo, with 10 Engravings on Steel, price 15f. 

Mayor's (J.) Young Man's Companion; or, 

Yoath's Instnxctor. A Modem Compendium of Useful Know- 
ledge, including Geography, Astronomy, History, Biography, 
Natural Philosophy, Commercial Affairs, &c." 

Improved Edition, Edited hy John Hay, 4to, price 31s. 6d. 

Jficholison's (P.) Carpenter's Guide. Being a 

Complete Book of Lines for Carpenters, Joiners, Cabinet Makers, 
and Workmen in General. 

4to, price 18s. ,' 

Nicholson's Practical Treatise on Mensuration. 

A Sequel to the " Carpenter's Guide." 

Numerous Steel Engravings and Maps, Two Vols, royal 8vo, 

price 45s. 

Ifolan's (Dr.) History of the British Empire 

in India and the East. From the Earliest Times to the Sup- 
pression of the Sepoy Mutiny in 1859. 

Numerous Steel Engravings and Maps, Two Vols, royal 8vo« 

price 458. 

Nolan's (Dr.) History of the War against 

Bussia. 

Illustrated with 26 Engravings on Steel, 4to, price SOs. 

Ifolan^s (Dr.) History of the Liberators of Italy; 

or, the lives of General Garibaldi, Victor Emanuel, King of 
Italy, Count Cavour, and Napoleon III. 

Crown 8vo, limp doth, second edition, price 4s. 

Seady Reckoner for Farmers and Auctioneers. 

Kew Tables for the Use of Auctioneers, Valuers, Farmers, Hay 
and Straw Dealers, &c. ; forming a Complete Calendar and 
Beady Eeckoner. By a Betibed TenanttFarmbk. 
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New Edition, with 20 pages of Woodcuts, post 8vo, in printed wrapper, 
price 2b. 6d. ; or botind in cloth, Ss. 6d. 

Bogers's (George A.) The Art of Wood Carving. 

Eight Vols, royal 8to, handsomely bonnd in cloth, price £4 168. 

Shakspere's (William) Works. New and Bevised 

Edition of Knight's Pictorial Shakspere. With upwards of 
1,000 Engraved Illustrutions. 

Crown 8vo, price 6s. 

Smith's (Adam) Inquiry into the Nature and 

Causes of the Wealth of Nations. 

Two Vols, imperial Svo, doth, prioe 45s. 

Taylor's (Dr. James) Pictorial History of Scot- 
land, from the Boman Invasion to the Close of the Jacobite- 
Rebellion, A.D. 79 — 1746. Illustrated with 79 Steel Engravings, 
from designs by W. H. Bartlett and others. 

New Edition, Bevised and Corrected, in Three Vols, doth 

extra, price £3 158. 

Tomlinson's (Ch., F.B.S.) Cyclopaedia of TTsefcil 

Arts, Mechanical and Chemical, Manufisustures, Mining, and 
Engineering. Illustrated by 63 Steel Plates and numerous 
Wood Engravings. 

Three Vols, royal 4to, cloth, price £4 14s. 6d. 

Tredgold (Thomas) on the Steam Engine. In 

Two Sections: 1. Mabtnb Enoinbs; 2. Locoxonvji and Sta- 
TioNABT Enoinzs. 1,000 pages of Text, and apwards of 220 
Engravings ; also 160 Woodcuts and Diagrams. 

Two Vols, super-royal Svo, prioe 288. 

Woodward's (B. B.) History of Wales, from the 

Earliest Times to its Final Incorporation with England.* Illus- 
trated by Views of Bemarkable Places, Antiquities, and Scenery. 
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A COURSE OF TECHNICAL, INDUS- 
TRIAL, AND TRADE EDUCATION. 

By JOHK YEATS, LL.D. 



Crown 8vo, price 5b. 

I.— The Raw Materials of Commerce. With a Lbt 

of Commercial TermB, and their Synonyms in several Languages. 

PabtII. 

Food Plantfl. 

Lddustrial and Hedidnal Flaats. 



Pabt I. 
The Home Conntry, the Adjacent Con- 
tinent, onr Colonial Dependen- 
cies, and Foreign Trade Con- 
nections:— 
CUxnate, BoiL 
VesetabLe, lOneral, and Aninial 

Prodnoe. 
Britiflh FtSheries. 
Mining Indnstzy. 
Foreign Produce. 



Pabt m. 

Products of tlie Animal Kingdom, firam 
Mammalia to Protoaoa. 

Pabt IV. 

Baw Mineral Piodooe :— 
Metals.. 
Minerals proper. 



Crown 8vo, price 58. 

n.— Skilled Labour applied to Froduction. 



Pabt I. 
Origin of the TJseftil Arts and their 
earliest Histcny:— 
Pre-historio Art 
Balsylonian and Fgyptian Art 
Phoenician and Chinese Art. 
Classic Art (Greek and Boman) . 
FabtII. 
MedisBval Industrial Art :— 
Preparatiop of Food. 
Architectare. 
Furniture. 



Wearing Apparel. 
Mining ana Metals. 
Intellectual Arts. 

PABT-m. 

Modem Industrial Art : — 
Food and Drink. 
Building and Furniture. 
Clothing. 
Fuel and BCetals. 
Machinery. 
Intellectual Arts. 



Crown 8vo, price 5s. 

in.-Growtli of Trade. 1600-1789. 



Pabt I. 
Ancient Commerce : — 

PhoeniciajAsayria, Babylonia, Car- 
thage, Egypt Ethiopia, Greece, 
andBome. 

Pabt n. 

Mediseval Commerce :— 

Byzantine, or Eastern Boman Em- 
pire; Saracen Commerce; Ita* 
uan Bepublics ; Portugal, Spain, 



France, Netherlands, and the 
Commercial Kingdoms of Norfli- 
em Europe; Germany and the 
Hanseatao League. 

Pabt m. 
Modem Gommeroe :— 

Portugal, Spain, the Netherlands, 
England, Bussia, Norway and 
Sweden, Denmiark, Germany. 
Smnmary of Modem Commerce 
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Crown 8to, price Ss. 

IV.— Modem Commeroe. 1789— 1872, 

^^^^ ^ Boama; Bcandmavia ; Denmark; Aii»- 

tria; Germany; United States of 
America ; Caliiamia ; Central Ame- 
rica ; Africa ; European and Ariatio 



The Portnffaese Empire: Spain and 
her Ckuoniea; tne Ketherlands; 
Switzerland and Italy ; tiie United 



Elin^dom; France; India and Ana- i Turkey; China: Japan, 
tralia ; Protection and Free Trade. I Summary of EriwiiTig Commecoe. 

\* TluM Vdumei %dUI he/»und to include tnery hranck of Trade JMneoHon, 
Also the following, price 78. 6d. each* 

Commercial Wall Charts. To nioBtrate Lectures. 

1. Historical Chart: showing the Rise, Progress, Culmination, and 

Decline of Commercial Nations, from 1500 b.o. to a.d. 1870. 

2. Principal Caravan and other Boutes of Eastern Conmierce» 

Ancient and Modem. 

3. The British Empire in 1873. 
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